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What  some  Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"The  Bishops  of  Canada  recom- 
mend the  zealous  and  devoted  ac- 
tivities of  the  Sisters  of  Service.'" 
— Report  of  the  plenary  meeting  of 

the  Canadian  Hierarchy,  Quebec, 

Oct.,  1928. 

"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  Toronto,  it  is  not 
in  any  sense  for  Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the 
whole  Dominion.  One  needs  but  two  qualities, 
love  of  God  and  love  of  Canada,  to  become 
interested  in  the  success  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'." 

N.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"While  Vicar  General  of  Edmonton  I  saw  at 
close  range  the  excellent  work  done  by  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  in  their  multiple  missionary  activi- 
ties. I  cannot  too  highly  commend  their  zeal  and 
energy  for  the  salvation  of  the  most  abandoned 
souls  of  Western  Canada.  The  correspondence 
course  in  religious  instruction,  which  they  carry 
on  with  such  success,  deserves  a  special  tribute, 
as  they  thus  minister  to  the  little  ones  of  Christ 
far  from  Church  and  Catholic  school." 

►J<  James  C.  McGuiqan. 

Archbishop  of  Regina. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.  The  only 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  ofder  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

►J*  Henry  O'Leary, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton. 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 

►J*  Alfred  A.  Sinnott, 

Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  .  .  .  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


/  have  come  to  serve" 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 

J.  T.  McNally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them  at  their  work  as  soon  as 
possible." 

►J*  NlCETAS  BUDKA, 

Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Canada. 


Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 

' '  The  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  is  a  record  of  splendid 
achievement  and  useful  work  for  the 
Dominion,  and  I  know  from  the  lit- 
tle experience  I  have  personally  of 
the  work  of  your  Order  how  much  self-sacrifice 
and  devotion  to  humanity  goes  with  it." 
—Sir  Henry  Thornton,  Chairman  and  President  of 
the  Canadian  National  Railways. 

"I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — AbbS  Casgrain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter- 
view given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  January  8,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially 
successful  in  their  work  amongst  immigrant  girls." — 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year 
ending  March  31,  1926.   Page  48. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu- 
tion to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  .find 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick. 

Quebec,  August  22,  1923. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
work." — E.   W.  Beatty,  Chairman  and  President, 

Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 
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HRIST  be  very  near  to  you. 
J    Christ  bless  those  most  dear  to  you. 
Guide  you  ever  on  your  way. 
Greatly  bless  your  Christmas  Day. 


Every  year,  as  the  exhilarating  yet  peaceful  atmosphere  of  Christ- 
mas steals  softly  on  the  air,  our  thoughts  turn  towards  you,  our  dear 
readers  and  benefactors,  with  an  earnest  desire  to  find  a  "wish"  that 
will  express  fittingly  the  gratitude  that  fills  our  hearts  for  your  con- 
tinued co-operation  in  the  work  we  are  trying  to  do  for  the  Infant 
King,  Whose  Feast  we  are  so  soon  to  celebrate. 

After  looking  through  our  collection  of  Christmas  verses  and 
greetings,  we  have  selected  the  one  above  as  containing  every  grace 
and  blessing  that  we  could  wish  you.  If  "Christ  be  very  near  to  you" 
you  will  have  every  good  thing  in  heaven  and  on  earth,  for  what  is 
there  that  can  equal  the  perpetual  nearness  of  God  to  a  loyal  Chris- 
tian soul?  If  He  is  near  to  you  He  cannot  help  blessing  those  you 
love,  and  the  wondrous  shining  of  His  Presence  will  be  a  light  to 
"guide  you  ever  on  your  way"  What  greater  happiness  could  "bless 
your  Christmas  Day?" 


ENTHUSIASM  IS  THE  GENIUS  OF  SINCERITY 
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THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


FACE  TO  FACE 


THE  mission  problems  of  the  Church  do  not 
quicken  as  they  should  the  conscience  of 
our  Catholic  people.  Why?  Is  it  lack  of 
Faith  or  love  for  Mother  Church?  We  do  not 
think  so.  The  reason  of  this  wanted  interest  lies 
in  the  fact  that  we  do  not  come  "face  to  face" 
with  these  problems  in  our  everyday  life.  We  hear 
and  read  of  them;  a  vague  sense  of  admiration 
and  pity  stirs  our  emotions ;  a  faint  prayer  may 
well  up  from  our  heart ;  in  answer  to  a  stirring  ap- 
peal for  some  specific  need  we  will  send  a  small 
offering.  We  are  then  satisfied  that  we  have  ac- 
complished our  duty.  Swallowed  up  by  the  whirl- 
pool of  life's  activities  we  float  along  from  day 
to  day  .  .  .  and  forget. 

The  abiding  feeling  of  our  responsibilities  as 
members  of  the  Church  to  the  needs  of  Her  mis- 
sion fields  is  wanting  because  we  are  not  con- 
fronted with  the  stern  realities  and  do  not  real- 
ize all  they  mean  to  the  welfare  of  God's  King- 
dom on  earth.  How  different  would  be  the  atti- 
tude of  mind  and  heart  of  our  Canadian  Catholic 
were  he  brought  "face  to  face"  with  the  condi- 
tions of  the  Church  out  West. 

FACE  TO  FACE  ....  with  the  many  poor 
little  churches  that  stand  like  lonely  sentinels 
keeping  the  watch  for  Christ  and  His  faith  on  the 
bald  prairie  or  by  the  mountain  side.  Their  weather- 
beaten,  unpainted,  exterior  is  but  a  faint  picture 
of  the  unfinished  walls  and  crude  altar  on  which 
now  and  then  is  offered  the  sublime  sacrifice  of  the 
Mass,  little  "Bethlehems"  where  the  Church,  like 
the  Child  Jesus,  is  now  being  born! 

FACE  TO  FACE  ....  with  the  little  children 
who  have  been  baptized  in  the  Faith,  but  grow- 
ing into  manhood  and  womanhood  without  any 
religious  instruction.  The  deleterious  influence  of 
the  public  school,  the  indifference  of  their  par- 
ents, the  very  materialistic  atmosphere  in  which 
they  grow  up,  act  as  solvents  of  their  religious 
belief.  The  passing  years  play  havoc  witli  the 
faith  of  their  childhood.  Recently  this  fact  was 
brought  home  to  one  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
while  on  a  Catechetical  tour  in  British  Columbia. 
After  she  had  explained  the  teachings  of  the 
Church  and  the  obligations  they  entail,  a  young 
lad  of  about  fourteen  said  to  her:  "What's  the 
use  of  all  this,  Sister;  no  one  practises  these 
things  out  here!"  Unfortunately,  we  know  that 
in  this  case  his  remark  was  but  too  true.  Oh !  .  .  . 
the  tragedy  of  our  lost  youth! 

FACE  TO  FACE  ....  with  our  priests  and 
sisters  who  have  given  up  everything  to  go  and 


follow  the  Master  into  the  harvest  and  now  lead 
a  precarious  existence,  not  knowing  from  whence 
they  can  expect  a  mere  subsistence,  were  we  to 
fail  to  support  them.  No  missionary  is  in  reality 
self-supporting.  The  vision  of  their  poverty  and 
self-sacrificing  life  would  inspire  us  to  share  with 
them  some  of  our  own  superabundance.  Luxury 
and  comfort  contract  the  heart ;  generosity  and 
sacrifice  expand  it.  May  this  vision  of  our  mission- 
ary priests  and  sisters  expand  the  hearts  of  our 
people  so  as  to  embrace  them  all  within  the  warm 
folds  of  their  Christian  charity  and  benevolent 
generosity ! 

FACE  TO  FACE  ....  with  the  unrelenting 
activities  of  those  who  are  not  of  our  Faith  and 
whose  sole  ambition  in  life  seems  to  be  to  rob 
our  people  of  their  Catholic  inheritance.  The 
economic  stress  of  the  present  times  has  multi- 
plied and  strengthened  these  forces  of  evil.  The 
soid  of  the  Catholic  immigrant  is  a  constant  prey 
to  the  repeated  assaults  of  the  enemy.  What  leak- 
age the  Church  has  suffered  among  those  hun- 
dreds of  thousands  who,  to  better  their  condi- 
tion, have  exchanged  their  civil  allegiance  at  the 
expense  of  the  faith  of  their  baptism! 

FACE  TO  FACE  ....  It  is  precisely  because 
for  the  last  twenty-five  years  Ave  have  been  "face 
to  face"  with  these  problems  of  our  Home  Mis- 
sion Field  that,  in  season  and  out  of  season,  we 
have  written,  spoken,  preached,  and  lectured  on 
this  subject,  hoping  to  awaken  in  the  heart  of 
our  Catholic  people  that  sense  of  responsibility 
which  quickens  the  conscience  into  action.  If  in 
reality  the  Church  is  Avliat  matters  in  our  life, 
this  crisis  of  Her  mission  field  in  our  own  land 
should,  call  into  play  those  hidden  forces  of  the 
Catholic  heart.  We  firmly  believe  that  no  more 
"affectionate  service"  could  be  rendered  to  Mother 
Church  in  our  Country  than  that  of  a  keen,  in- 
telligent and  practical  interest  in  Her  Home 
Mission  Field.  Her  influence  in  the  future  de- 
pends largely  on  this. 


JOY  IS  THE  GRACE  AVE  SAY  TO  GOD. 
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THE  LONG  VIEW  OF  LIFE 

How  few  take  the  long  view  of 
life!  Absorbed  by  passing  pleasures 
and  trifles  they  measure  the  impor- 
tance of  life  by  the  fleeting  hours 
that  crowd  in  upon  one  another. 
They  have  the  short  view  of  things. 

"It  is  vanity,"  says  the  author  of 
the  Imitation  of  Christ,  "to  mind 
only  this  present  life,  and  not  to 
look  forward  to  those  things  which 
are  to  come.  It  is  vanity  t(J  love  that 
which  passeth  away  with  all  speed, 
and  not  to  hasten  thither  where 
everlasting  joy  remains.  Very  quick- 
ly must  thou  be  gone  from  hence. 
A  man  is  here  to-day  and  to-morrow 
he  is  vanished.  Keep  the  heart  free 
and  raised  upwards  to  God,  be- 
cause thou  hast  not  here  a  last- 
ing city." 

This  is  the  "Ions  view"  of  life! 


THE    FORCE    OF  CATHOLIC 
TRADITION 

Some  time  ago  I  watched  some 
German  children  pass  by  St.  Pat- 
-  rick's  Church.  Two  little  flaxen- 
haired  girls  came  along,  care-free, 
laughing,  arm-in-arm.-  When  they 
came  before  the  Church  instinctive- 
ly one  of  them  made  the  Sign  of 
the  Cross  and  both  continued  their 
way,  lost  in  one  another's  conversa- 
tion. That  Sign  of  the  Cross  was 
prompted  by  that  instinctive  force 
of  a  Catholic  Tradition  much  in 
honour  in  the  country  from  where 
their  parents  came  some  years  ago. 
To  be  very  frank  about  the  matter, 
the  making  of  the  Sign  of  the  Cross 
appeared  to  me  as  more  or  less  me- 
chanical. Yet  the  subconscious 
feeling  of  passing  before  the  church 
prompted  that  act.  The  habit  that 
then  broke  into  an  act  was  formed 
by  the  repeated  lessons  and  ex- 
amples .of  Christian  parents — the 
Catholic  tradition  of  the  home  was 
asserting  itself. 

Great  is  the  power  of  Catholic 
tradition.  It  surrounds  our  life  with 
an  atmosphere  of  which  we  may  be 
at  times  unconscious,  but  which 
proves  itself  most  helpful  to  the 
soul.  G.D. 


RAGS  TO  RAGS 

Rags  make  paper;  paper  makes 
money;  money  makes  banks;  banks 
make  loans;  loans  make  poverty; 
poverty  makes  rags. 


"CATHOLIC     ACTION"  AND 
"MISSIONARY  ACTION" 

In  Cardinal  Hinsley,  London  and 
the  Church  in  England  have  a 
leader  who  has  had  exceptionally 
extensive  contact  with  the  missions. 
As  representative  of  the  Holy  See 
he  has  visited  every  country  of 
South  and  Central  Africa,  first  as 
Special  Visitor,  and  then  as  Apos- 
tolic Delegate. 

All  this  has  bred  conviction  in 
him  and  hence  we  are  not  surprised 
to  hear  him  utter  these  words: 
"Our  home  policy  is  Catholic  Action 
and  our  foreign  policy  is  "Mission- 
ary Action."  Looking  beyond  the 
limits  of  this  island,  I  once  more 
urge  you  to  prayer  and  sacrifice  for 
the  far-flung  mission  field.  The  con- 
version of  England  will  be  brought 
nearer  by  every  anxiety  and  every 
activity  expended  upon  this  truly 
Catholic  apostolate  which  knows  no 
boundary  of  race,  or  country,  or 
tongue.  Gratitude  for  the  Faith  we 
have  received  should  call  every 
true  Catholic  to  seek  to  share  this 
priceless  treasure  with  all  men." 

— Field  Afar. 


CATHOLIC  BEACONS  ALONG  THE 
RUSSIAN  FRONTIER 

All  along  the  Eastern  frontier 
of  Poland  the  Catholic  inhabitants 
of  the  towns  and  villages  are  busily 
engaged  in  erecting  a  chain  of 
chapels,  in  the  towers  of  which  a 
light  burns  all  night,  thus  render- 
ing the  sacred  edifice  visible  from 
a  great  distance  within  Russian 
territory.  The  idea  is  to  hearten 
their  Russian  co-religionists  in  the 
same  way  as  the  sight  of  lights  of 
the  distant  shore  puts  fresh  cour- 
age into  the  heart  of  the  mariner 
who  is  tossed  by  the  waves  on  a 
stormy  night. — Schonere  Fukunft. 


AN  IRISH  PROVERB 

There's  an  Irish  Proverb  which 
says:  "When  the  hand  ceased  to 
scatter,  the  heart  ceases  to  pray." 
No  one  in  reality  will  pray  whole- 
heartedly for  the  missions  if  the 
hand  ceases  to  scatter  the  alms  that 
go  to  support  the  missioners.  The 
gift  to  the  missions,  no  matter  how 
small  it  may  be,  translates  into  act- 
tion  the  prayer  of  the  heart. 

G.D. 


Ways  in  Which  You  Can 
Work  for  the 


s  alvation 

Of 

Souls 

1.  Renew  your  subscription  to 
the  "Field  at  Home."  Every 
$1.00  helps. 

2.  Send  us  stamps,  for  the  mail- 
ing of  religious  instruction  to 
poor  children  in  isolated  dis- 
tricts. 

3.  Collect  holy  pictures,  medals, 
rosaries,  prayer  books  and 
New  Testaments  for  distribu- 
tion among  our  Catholic  peo- 
ple in  the  Far  West. 

4.  Keep  a  sanctuary  light  burn- 
ing in  one  of  our  missions. 

5.  Donate  linens,  or  hospital 
supplies  to  our  little  hospit- 
als in  the  "West. 

6.  Provide  a  white  dress  and 
veil  for  the  use  of  chil- 
dren prepared  for  First  Com- 
munion during  catechetical 
tours.  Often  these  little  ones 
have  nothing  appropriate  to 
wear  on  this  "Big  Day"  of 
their  lives. 

7.  Resolve  to  pray  EVERY  DAY 
for  the  missions. 

8.  Adopt  a  Catholic  family  to 
whom  you  will  remail  Catho- 
lic literature.  In  this  way 
you  will  be  participating  in 
the  Apostolate  of  the  Press. 
Our  Sisters  in  Regina  will 
gladly  supply  names  and  ad- 
dresses of  families  who  will 
be  most  grateful  for  your  Ca- 
tholic magazines  and  papers 
after  you  have  read  them.  The 
address  is :  2220  Cameron 
St.,  Regina,  Sask. 


ONE  THORN  OF  EXPERIENCE  IS  WORTH  A  WILDERNESS  OF  AVARNING. 
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In  the  Vicariate  of  Prince  Rupert  and  Yukon 


S.O.S.  ENTER  A  NEW  FIELD. 

WE  took  the  Prince  Rupert  train  at  Jaspar,  with 
hearts  athrill  at  the  prospect  of  a  new  spiritual 
adventure.  For  two  whole  months  we  were  to 
be  engaged  in  missionary  work  in  the  Yukon  Vicar- 
iate, under  the  direction  of  those  zealous  labourers 
in  Christ's  Vineyard — the  Oblates  of  Mary  Immacu- 
late. 

When  we  set  out  the  sky  was  cloudy  and  threaten- 
ed rain  most  of  the  day,  but  shortly  after  leaving 
McBride,  the  sun  pierced  the  clouds  suddenly,  paint- 
ing the  slopes  of  the  mountains  a  beautiful  gold, 
changing  quickly  from  gold  to  bronze,  then  to  flame, 
with  deep  shades  of  maroon  and  indigo.  A  sight 
seen,  perhaps,  once  in  a  lifetime. 

At  12.30  a.m.  we  reached  our  destination — two 
weary  little  S.O.S. — wondering  what  would  happen 
next.  As  we  stepped  off  the  train  two  Oblate  Fathers 
welcomed  us  so  heartily  that  we  soon  felt  quite  at 
home.  After  Mass  next  morning  we  were  taken  to 
the  basement  of  the  church  to  see  our  future  class 
room.  In  the  afternoon  we  returned  to  the  church 
to  prepare  for  Sunday,  as  Father  had  requested  us 
to  act  as  sacristans  during  our  stay. 

On  Monday,  July  4th,  we  started  work.  There 
were  33  children  present  the  first  day.  At  2  p.m. 
Father  drove  us  over  to  visit  the  half-breed  families 
and  organize  an  afternoon  class  in  one  of  the  homes. 
We  were  cordially  greeted  by  all  of  them,  particularly 
by  one  woman,  who  clasped  our  hands  and  between 
kisses  and  tears  incoherently  related  to  us  her  life 
history. 

Kindness  Wins. 

The  children  here  were  not  the  least  bit  interested 
in  religion  and  at  first  we  found  the  work  of  instruc- 
tion difficult.  When  we  would  try  to  instil  a  know- 
ledge and  love  of  Christian  virtue  into  them,  they 
would  answer  back:  "No  one  here  does  any  of  that! 
We  don't  intend  doing  it  either  when  we  grow  up!" 
We  resolved  to  win  them  by  patience  and  kindness, 
and  at  the  end  of  the  month  we  were  rewarded  by 
seeing  them  go  to  Confession  and  Communion  of 
their  own  free  will.  We  now  leave  them  in  the 
hands  of  our  dear  Lord,  praying  that  they  will  re- 
main faithful.  One  very  encouraging  feature  is  thai 
they  have  responded  to  the  catechism  by  mail. 


Away  out  in  the  bush,  in  a  little  three-roomed 
log  cabin,  we  found  a  family  who  had  not  been  to 
church  for  years.  The  six  children  are  little  dar- 
lings and  very  attached  to  each  other.  Their  mo- 
ther is  dead  and  the  father  is  suffering  from  a  bad 
heart. 

Further  on  in  the  bush  we  found  another  family 
that  have  just  moved  from  the  drought  area  of  Sas- 
katchewan. These  poor  people  are  living  in  dire 
poverty.  They  are  trying  to  clear  the  land  and 
eventually  start  a  small  farm,  but  we  are  wondering 
what  they  will  live  on  in  the  meantime.  We  arranged 
for  the  five  children  to  come  to  the  log  cabin,  where 
we  held  classes  for  these  two  families,  with  the  bugs 
for  an  audience.  Unaccustomed  to  such  spectators, 
we  offered  up  this  particular  hardship  in  the  hope 
that  our  Lord  would  accept  it  and  bless  our  efforts 
to  win  these  little  ones  to  the  love  of  His  Sacred 
Heart. 


Children  of  the  Yukon 
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Missionary  Living  Conditions. 

We  lived  in  two  rooms  at  the  back  of  the  church. 
The  boys  brought  us  a  pail  of  water  each  morning 
and  again  at  noon.  The  children  drank  it  during 
recess.  We  had  arranged  to  do  our  own  cooking,  but 
we  found  that  the  only  stove  was  a  huge  furnace 
heater  and  we  soon  realized  that  it  just  could  not 
be  done.  So  we  had  our  dinner  and  supper  with  the 
people  and  prepared  our  own  breakfast.  In  order 
to  boil  enough  water  for  coffee,  we  almost  had  to 
move  outside,  the  heat  of  the  furnace  was  so  great. 
Some  days  the  hot  August  sun  absolutely  forbade  the 
use  of  the  furnace,  and  we  had  to  be  satisfied  with 
cold  water.  Our  mode  of  travelling  around  this  dis- 
trict was  to  beg  a  ride  on  the  milk  wagon  when  the 
driver  was  in  good  humour. 

A  Dog — By  Request. 

One  day  a  woman  came  to  us  in  great  distress. 
She  was  making  a  rug  and  wanted  a  pattern  of  a 
dog  in  the  centre,  preferably  a  Scotch  terrier;  un- 
fortunately none  of  her  family  was  artistic.  She 
looked  hopefully  at  us  and  said:  "I  know  Sisters 
can  do  most  anything,  so  won't  you  please  draw  me 
a  dog?"  Sister  unearthed  a  huge  sheet  of  brown 
paper  and  complied  with  this  request.  Our  guest 
went  away  evidently  well  satisfied. 

We  Lose  Our  Way  and  Find  It. 

Our  next  mission  was  at  D.  On  arrival  we  were 
met  by  the  store-keeper,  who  was  giving  us  the  use 
of  a  spare  shed  he  had.  He  escorted  us  there,  left 
us  a  supply  of  groceries,  started  the  fire  and  de- 
parted. After  supper  we  asked  this  kind  friend  to 
suggest  some  one  who  would  take  us  around  to  visit 
the  people.  He  directed  us  to  the  home  of  a  con- 
vert girl  and  told  us  to  follow  the  road  for  a  cer- 
tain distance,  then  turn  to  the  right.  We  found  a  track 
and  followed  it,  although  it  was  almost  impassable 
and  seemed  to  be  taking  us  further  into  the  bush. 
We  were  both  becoming  rather  nervous,  but  kept  on 
going.  Our  trail  came  to  an  abrupt  end  on  the 
banks  of  the  Fraser  River.  Now  what  were  we  to 
do?  We  decided  to  try  to  find  the  railroad,  so 
plunged  through  bush  over  our  heads,  hoping  for 
the  best.  Eventually  we  found  the  tracks,  helped 
each  other  up  the  banks,  and  started  to  walk  back. 
In  a  few  minutes  we  discerned  the  figure  of  our 
friend.  He  was  laughing  heartily.  On  being  asked 
the  cause  he  said:  "After  you  had  gone  I  looked 
down  the  track  and  could  not  see  you,  so  I  thought 
I  had  better  follow  you."  I  said:  "Well,  why  didn't 
you  tell  us  to  go  that  way?"  He  laughed  more 
heartily  and  said:  "Sister,  I  meant  the  railroad 
tracks — there  are  no  roads  in  this  country."  We 
started  again,  found  our  guide  and  succeeded  in 
notifying  all  the  children. 

Class  started  at  9  a.m.  the  next  morning.  The 
people  here  are  mostly  American  settlers  and  spiri- 
tually destitute.  There  were  children  who  had  never 
been  to  Mass.  However,  they  were  anxious  to  learn. 
We  succeeded  in  finding  a  central  place  where  all 
the  children  could  meet. 

We  Reap  the  Fruit  of  S.O.S.  Port  Work. 

One  day  we  learned  of  a  family  that  was  living 
about  three  miles  further  west  and  who  were  thought 
to  be  Catholics,  although  they  were  never  seen  in 
church.  Directed  by  kind  friends,  we  made  our  way 
to  their  little  cabin  in  the  bush.  Apparently  they 
saw  us  in  the  distance,  for  as  we  approached  there 
were  sounds  of  great  bustle  within  the  home.  Final- 
ly, the  mother  and  three  children  appeared,  and  after 
examining  us  very  critically,  they  became  very  excited 


and  talked  eagerly  to  each  other  in  Ukrainian.  It 
soon  became  clear  to  us  they  could  understand  very 
little  English.  The  oldest  girl  left  us  abruptly,  and 
went  into  the  next  room.  She  returned  in  a  few 
minutes  with  some  literature,  which  she  presented 
to  us.  On  turning  over  the  pages,  we  found  the  ad- 
dress of  our  Montreal  Hostel  written  on  the  back. 
With  the  aid  of  a  visitor,  who  acted  as  interpreter, 
we  learned  that  this  family  had  come  to  Canada  about 
two  years  ago  and  were  met  by  our  Sisters  in  Mon- 
treal and  given  prayer  books  in  their  own  language 
— hence  the  excitement.  They  recognized  the  habit 
and  felt  they  had  found  friends.  Before  leaving  we 
made  arrangements  to  spend  a  few  days  there  and 
prepare  the  children  for  First  Communion.  We  were 
also  able  to  arrange  with  a  neighbour,  who  had  a 
car,  to  pick  them  up  on  Sundays  and  take  them  to 
Mass. 

In  this  district  we  also  located  a  German  family 
who  had  moved  recently  from  Saskatchewan.  They 
were  spiritually  worse  off  than  the  little  Ukrainians, 
for  they  at  least  knew  their  prayers  in  their  own 
language.  Our  big  problem  was  to  arrange  some 
way  to  teach  them.  We  could  not  live  in  their  house, 
as  it  was  much  too  small.  An  elderly  couple  living 
not  far  distant  invited  us  to  spend  a  few  days  with 
them  and  have  the  two  families  gather  at  their  house 
for  catechism.  We  gladly  availed  ourselves  of  this 
generous  offer. 

Among  the  Indians. 

On  Sunday,  August  14th,  we  set  out  for  F., 
arriving  shortly  after  4  p.m.  We  were  given  an 
enthusiastic  reception  by  the  Oblate  Fathers.  The 
church  and  rectory  seemed  to  be  surrounded  by  In- 
diens,  men  and  women,  young  and  old,  the  squaws 
wearing  the  most  fantastic  bandanas  and  shawls 
with  bonnie  papooses  swinging  on  their  backs.  We 
felt  as  though  we  had  stepped  into  a  page  of  early 
Canadian  history.  On  enquiring  the  reason  for  the 
large  gathering,  we  were  told  that  it  is  the  custom 
of  the  natives  to  spend  most  of  the  day  (Sunday) 
around  the  church  waiting  for  the  services. 

Benediction  With  the  Indians. 

Greetings  over,  Father  suggested  that  we  drive 
over  to  our  headquarters  and  unburden  his  car  of 
our  belongings,  which  we  did.  We  had  a  lovely  room 
overlooking  the  lake  in  the  home  of  Mrs.  U.,  a  very 
hospitable  young  Austrian  woman  whose  only  son, 
Bobby,  is  taking  our  catechism  course  by  mail.  Af- 
ter supper  we  went  to  the  Church  for  Benediction. 
The  entrance  was  crowded  with  squaws  with  papooses 
on  their  backs;  other  little  ones  were  crawling  over 
the  floor.  We  finally  made  our  way  to  two  empty 
places  in  a  pew  only  to  find  we  were  on  the  men's 
side.  Indian  men  and  women  do  not  mingle  in 
church.  However,  on  looking  around,  we  decided 
we  were  fortunate  to  get  a  place  even  among  the 
men.  The  congregation  was  reciting  prayers,  the 
Chief  leading.  The  responses  were  taken  up  by  all 
in  native  dialect — the  object  seeming  to  be  who 
could  respond  the  loudest.  This  continued  for  half 
an  hour  (we  discovered  later  that  it  was  their  night 
prayers  and  the  Rosary).  Then  came  a  quarter  of 
an  hour's  chanting  of  three  chapters  of  the  cate- 
chism. The  pastor  then  stood  in  the  sanctuary, 
facing  the  people,  and  beckoned  to  the  chief,  who 
came  up  and  with  arms  folded  firmly  over  his  chest, 
stood  beside  Father,  who  spoke  a  few  words  ex- 
plaining the  Feast  of  the  Assumption  to  be  cele- 
brated on  the  morrow.  At  the  end  of  every  sen- 
tence, he  would  pause  and  his  interpreter  would  re- 
peat in  Carrier  dialect.  Then  followed  Benediction, 
with  community  singing,  which  was  almost  deafen- 
ing.   We  emerged  at  length,  with  heads  aching,  and 
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feeling  rather  dizzy  from  the  heavy  odor  of  moose 
hide. 

Assisting  at  Mass. 

Next  morning  (Feast  of  the  Assumption)  Solemn 
High  Mass  was  celebrated.  The  natives  sang  the 
Mass  of  the  Angels  without  music.  The  Gloria  and 
Credo  were  sung  in  parts — by  men  and  women  al- 
ternately. With  the  help  of  his  interpreter,  Father 
gave  a  touching  sermon  on  the  Feast.  He  also  told 
the  people  that  we  had  come  to  teach  catechism  to 
their  children,  classes  to  begin  the  following  day. 
After  Mass  there  was  a  gathering  of  the  tribe  out- 
side the  church  and  we  were  subjected  to  a  critical 
inspection.  They  were  amazed  that  we  did  not  wear 
hoods  with  veils. 

Rough  Waters. 

Over  night  the  serenity  of  the  lake  had  become 
disturbed  and  we  realized  it  would  be  impossible  to 
take  a  trip  which  had  been  planned  to  T.  unless 
the  water  calmed  down  considerably.  After  supper 
an  Indian  appeared  who  had  just  come  in  from  T. 
He  said  he  thought  we  could  make  the  trip,  utterly 
overlooking  the  fact  that  he  had  travelled  with  the 
current,  and  we  would  be  going  against  it.  How- 
ever, we  assembled  at  the  pier — priests,  sisters  and 
Indian  children.  The  plan  was  to  sleep  at  T.,  have 
Mass,  breakfast  and  dinner  there,  visit  the  Indians, 
and  on  our  way  back,  to  stop  at  P.  We  got  started, 
and  that's  all;  it  came  very  near  being  the  end.  After 
battling  valiantly  with  the  waves,  we  succeeded  in 
covering  about  two  miles,  but  the  lake  was  growing 
rougher  and  darkness  was  setting  in.  The  action 
of  a  huge  wave  caused  one  of  the  boats  to  disappear 
for  a  moment.  At  its  reappearance,  the  horror- 
stricken  occupants  of  the  other  craft  signalled  to  turn 
back;  fortunately  the  return  journey  was  less  peril- 
ous. 

Smoke  Houses. 

Tuesday  mornng  the  lake  was  quite  calm  and  al- 
though the  sky  was  overcast,  Father  decided  we  would 
make  another  attempt  to  go  to  T.  It  was  a  dreary, 
sunless  day,  but  this  no  one  seemed  to  mind,  as  the 
scenery  was  so  beautiful.  For  the  most  part  the  lake 
is  surrounded  by  mountainous  cliffs,  boasting  every 
imaginable  colour,  with  now  and  then  a  break,  as  at 
P.  where  the  little  Indian  reserve  nestles  in 
the  bay.  We  stoppeu  here  for  a  little  visit  with  the 
Indians.  They  are  extremely  poor,  and  live  on  game, 
fish  and  wild  berries.  Most  of  their  time  is  spent  in 
hunting  and  fishing.  They  all  have  smoke  houses  as 
large  as  the  houses  in  which  they  live.  These  are 
built  very  much  like  log  cabins,  minus  the  windows, 


A  Few  of  Our  Interpreters — All  Self-appointed 


chimneys  and  chinking.  They  have  no  flooring  and 
are  fitted  up  with  racks  on  which  the  meat  and  fish 
are  placed.  A  few  green  logs  are  then  brought  in 
and  laid  on  the  ground  and  set  on  fire.  They  remain 
smouldering  for  days,  and  smoke  is  to  be  seen  em- 
erging from  every  crack  and  crevice  of  the  little 
building.  After  a  hunting  expedition,  an  Indian 
village  looks  as  if  it  is  being  burneu  to  the  ground. 
Though  very  poor,  these  Indians  have  built  of  their 
own  resources  and  labour,  without  any  assistance 
from  the  priest,  a  lovely  little  church,  and  the  priest 
is  always  greeted  with  the  warmest  welcome. 

Public  Confession! 

The  same  warm  welcome  was  extended  to  us  at 
T.  On  landing,  Father  immediately  went  to  the 
church  and  rang  the  bell,  and  within  five  minutes 
the  Indians  were  swarming  from  every  hut  within 
sight.  We  were  fortunate  in  finding  the  parents  of 
some  of  our  little  Indian  children  at  home.  They 
were  so  pleased  to  see  their  children.  The  chief 
of  the  reserve  presented  us  with  four  large  lake 
trout.  While  they  were  cooking  we  went  visiting 
with  Father,  as  he  said:  "Old  Charlotte  would  be 
angry  with  me  if  I  wait  until  after  dinner."  Poor  Char- 
lotte is  blind  and  deaf.  She  lives  alone  in  a  little 
old  shack  that  once  boasted  windows.  These  have 
all  been  broken  and  are  now  boarded  up.  An  Indian 
came  with  us  to  see  that  we  gained  admittance.  Af- 
ter much  hammering  on  the  door  with  stones  a  nois3 
was  heard  within.  Then  Father  and  our  escort  called 
out  several  times  in  loud  voices:  "The  priest!  The 
priest!"  Slowly  the  door  opened  and  revealed  a 
sight  never  to  be  forgotten.  A  squaw  stood  before 
us,  almost  doubled  in  two,  holding  in  her  hand  an 
enormous  stick,  her  head  bound  with  the  now  fa- 
miliar bandana — this  one  happened  to  be  of  a  violent 
purple  colour.  The  remainder  of  her  clothing  was 
dirty  rags,  which  in  better  days  may  have  had  some 
shape  and  colour.  Her  face  was  the  same  grey  shade 
as  her  clothing.  After  much  effort  we  succeeded  in 
making  her  understand  that  her  little  daughter  was 
with  us  and  she  immediately  started  to  cry  and  asked 
to  see  her.  The  little  one  was  brought  and  the  poor 
old  mother  was  overjoyed  and  sat  on  the  threshold 
with  her  arm  around  the  child,  talking  to  her.  It 
was  not  until  then  that  we  got  a  glimpse  of  the  in- 
terior of  the  hut.  The  only  light  that  enters  comes 
from  the  cracks  in  the  wall.  In  the  centre  of  the 
floor  was  a  little  stove,  and  in  the  corner  was  what 
might  be  called  a  bed.  After  speaking  to  the  little 
girl  for  some  time  she  took  her  inside  and  opening 
a  little  bag  made  of  rags,  gave  her  a  few  coins.  The 
little  one  left  us  and  went  off  to  spend  the  pennies. 
The  mother  then  decided  she  wanted  to  go  to  Con- 
fession, and  proceeded  to  do  so  in  a  loud  voice.  Fa- 
ther became  quite  excited  and  asked  her  to  please 
wait  a  few  minutes,  but  as  she  would  not,  toe  departed 
hastily,  admiring  the  courage  of  the  pastor  who 
could  remain  in  such  an  atmosphere  administering 
to  a  member  of  his  flock.  We  returned  to  F.  about 
6  p.m. 

Our  Work  at  F  . 

On  Wednesday  morning  we  attended  Mass  at  7 
a.m.  As  Father  made  the  Sign  of  the  Cross  at  the 
foot  of  the  altar,  the  Chief  started  the  morning  pray- 
ers in  the  native  tongue  and  all  joined  in.  This 
lasted  until  the  Consecration,  when  there  was  a  lull, 
which  was  soon  broken  by  a  native  hymn.  It  is 
weird,  but  impressive;  these  people  surely  have  faith. 
After  Mass  Father  outlined  our  work.  Class  was  to 
be  held  in  the  mission  church  every  day  except  Sun- 
day, from  9  to  11.30,  with  half  an  hour  for  recess. 
In  the  afternoon  there  would  be  a  class  at  the  re- 
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Teaching  Indian  Boys  to  Answer  Mass 


serve,  a  mile  from  the  mission,  from  2.30  until  4.30 
with  time  off  for  recreation.  On  Sunday  after 
Mass  we  took  the  names  of  all  those  who  could  un- 
derstand English  who  wished  to  take  catechism  by 
mail. 

Interpreters  and  Disciplinarians. 

Daily  at  8.4  5  a.m.  Father  rang  the  church  bell 
to  summon  the  children,  and  at  9  a.m.  when  class 
was  about  to  start,  he  rang  it  again.  There  were 
about  40  at  the  mission,  and  at  the  reserve  about 
the  same  number,  ranging  in  age  from  5  to  18  yeaTs. 
Many  of  the  half-breeds  did  not  know  a  word  of  any 
language  except  their  own  native  tongue  and  some 
had  never  seen  a  school  before.  When  registration 
was  over,  we  divided  the  children  into  two  classes, 
not  according  to  years  and  knowledge  of  religion,  as 
is  the  usual  way,  but  according  to  their  knowledge 
of  English.  Fortunately  an  old  blind  squaw,  grand- 
mother and  great-grandmother  to  several  of  the  lit- 
tle ones,  appeared  on  the  scene  and  Father  obtained 
her  services  as  interpreter.  From  that  day  on,  we 
had  no  trouble  getting  interpreters,  having  as  many 
as  five  at  a  time,  with  their  papooses  on  their  backs. 
They  were  all  as  interested  as  the  children  and  eager 
to  relieve  us  of  disciplinary  measures.  At  the  slight- 
est provocation,  they  would  each  in  turn  make  a 
dive  for. the  offending  mite  and  chastise  him  vigor- 
ously in  their  own  fashion.  No  need  of  policemen 
here!  Pictures  proved  to  be  our  best  equipment; 
young  and  old  loved  them,  and  by  means  of  these 
and  our  faithful  interpreters,  we  hope  some  good 
was  accomplished.  The  class  on  the  reserve  was 
conducted  in  the  same  manner.  We  taught  the  big 
boys  to  answer  and  serve  Mass;  also  how  to  put  out 
the  vestments  and  take  care  of  the  altar. 

A  Potlatch  Celebration 

One  day  Father  rang  the  bell  at  the  mission  al- 
most in  vain.  Three  little  white  children  appeared, 
and  of  these  three,  two  wanted  to  go  berry-picking. 
We  turned  to  Father  in  dismay,  wondering  what  this 
could  mean.  He  laughed  and  said:  "Oh,  there  is  a 
potlatch  in  P.  I  saw  several  boats  going  in  that 
direction.  You  probably  won't  have  the  children 
for  a  day  or  two;  let  these  little  ones  pick  berries 
if  they  wish."  Father  then  explained  what  a  potlatch 
is.  On  the  anniversary  of  the  death  of  a  tribesman, 
the  Indians  gather  at  his  home  and  spend  all  they 


have,  celebrating.  Their  ambition  is  to  see  who  can 
spend  the  most;  not  to  attend  is  deemed  an  offence 
against  the  deceased.  For  two  days  the  village  was 
almost  deserted,  but  the  afternoon  class  at  the  re- 
serve was  conducted  as  usual.  After  the  celebration 
had  continued  two  days,  the  families  started  travel- 
ling back  and  in  four  days  the  classes  were  once 
more  complete. 

"Guardian  of  the  Eucharist." 

Mr.  P.  took  us  down  to  the  reserve  for  Mass  one 
morning.  The  only  furniture  in  the  church,  outside 
of  the  sanctuary,  was  a  furnace,  the  natives  kneeling 
or  squatting  during  all  ceremonies.  As  soon  as  they 
saw  us  kneeling  we  heard  much  whispering  and  soon 
a  little  backless  bench  about  two  feet  long  was  placed 
behind  us.  In  spite  of  our  efforts  to  remain  recol- 
lected, our  attention  was  drawn  as  if  by  a  magnet 
to  the  walls,  decorated  in  brilliant  blue,  red  and 
yellow.  During  Mass  a  little  boy  became  restless. 
Immediately  a  burly  Indian,  known  (we  found  out 
later)  by  the  title  of  "Guardian  of  the  Eucharist," 
strode  up  and  sharply  cuffed  the  offender's  ear.  This 
perhaps  explains  why  little  Indians  are  so  well  be- 
haved in  church.  It  was  a  cold,  frosty  morning  and 
we  had  worn  our  sweaters.  Just  before  receiving 
Holy  Communion,  we  removed  them.  At  once,  as 
if  this  were  a  signal  that  we  were  suffering  from 
heat,  the  Chief  rushed  to  the  window  opposite  us  and 
opened  it  wide. 

The  Bell  Goes  On  Strike 

On  our  last  Thursday  a  guest  arrived  at  the  mis- 
sion, and  in  the  evening  we  all  drove  to  the  reserve 
for  Benediction.  On  getting  out  of  the  car,  Father 
said:  "Please  ring  the  bell."  There  are  two  cords. 
The  guest  took  one  and  started  tugging  at  it  and  then 
turned  to  Sister,  saying:  "You  ring  the  other."  As 
soon  as  she  started  to  pull,  all  ringing  ceased.  There 
were  two  cords,  but  only  one  bell.  When  both  cords 
are  pulled  at  the  same  time  the  bell  turns  upside  down 
and  refuses  to  budge.  Father  returned  just  then,  and 
his  face  fell  when  he  saw  the  predicament.  He  stood 
for  a  moment,  looking  up  at  the  silent  belfry.  Then 
he  said:  "We  will  have  to  get  some  one  to  go  up  and 
fix  it.  They  won't  come  if  the  bell  is  not  rung."  Call- 
ing an  old  squaw  who  was  on  her  way  over,  he  told 
her  to  have  the  boys  bring  a  ladder  and  repair  the 
damage,  then  ring  the  bell.  Leaving  her  to  supervise 
the  work,  Father  took  us  to  see  the  preparation  of 
moose  skins.  The  skin  is  stretched  on  a  frame  and 
all  available  members  of  the  family  gather  round  it 
with  knives,  scraping  until  all  sign  of  hair  has  dis- 
appeared from  the  skin.  We  watched  them  for  some 
time.  Suddenly  the  church  bell  started  to  ring.  They 
all  stopped  work  and  hurried  off  to  church. 

After  Benediction,  Father  announced  that  the  cate- 
chism classes  would  close  the  following  morning  at 
the  mission  and  told  the  children  to  be  present  at 
9.30  a.m.  He  promised  that  a  good  supply  of  sweels 
would  be  distributed. 

Closing  Events. 

The  next  morning  we  would  have  appreciated  the 
presence  of  the  "Guardian  of  the  Eucharist."  Be- 
fore 8.30  the  children  and  the  interpreters  began  to 
arrive  and  soon  the  church  was  filled.  Although  so 
early,  it  was  thought  best  that  one  Sister  should  start 
class,  but  over  seventy  excited  Indian  children  proved 
too  much  for  one  little  S.O.S.,  so  she  hurried  back 
for  her  companion.  Father  lent  a  helping  hand  also, 
and  calm  was  finally  restored,  although  class  was 
out  of  the  question.  We  lined  them  up  outside,  In- 
dian file,  for  the  distribution  of  prizes  and  candy. 
(Continued  on  page  10) 
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THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


Summer  Activities  in  British  Columbia 


TWO  of  our  Sisters  spent  the  entire  months  of 
July  and  August  in  conducting  vacation  schools 
in  various  isolated  districts  on  Vancouver  Is- 
land. Religious  classes  were  held  in  six  centres. 
The  Sisters  encountered  a  variety  of  interesting  con- 
ditions which  accounted  for  many  new  and  some- 
times amusing  experiences.  We  have  selected  a  few 
for  the  enjoyment  of  our  readers. 

Fruitful  Home  Visiting 

At  D  ■  we  had  a  class  of  forty-four — 3  6  to  be 

prepared  for  First  Communion.  Some  of  these  chil- 
dren had  never  been  inside  a  church.  Forty  were 
prepared  for  Confirmation.  The  majority  of  the  par- 
ents are  Communists,  or  fallen-away  Catholics.  One 
boy  of  seventeen  who  had  not  made  his  First  Com- 
munion said  to  the  others  before  class  started:  "I'd 
like  to  see  the  one  who  can  get  me  to  go  to  cate- 
chism." We  made  two  visits  to  his  home.  After 
that  the  boy  came  regularly  to  instruction  and  made 
his  First  Communion. 

In  another  family  we  visited,  the  father  was  a 
lax  Catholic  and  the  mother  a  Methodist.  The  first 
time  we  called,  the  mother  would  not  see  us.  But  we 
were  not  to  be  disheartened  and  went  again.  This 
time  we  saw  the  mother  and  after  some  friendly 
conversation,  ventured  to  ask  if  the  children  might 
come  to  instruction.  "They  may  go  if  they  wish," 
was  the  reply.  Next  morning  all  were  present  except 
the  eldest  girl.  "Where  is  Jane??"  we  enquired  of 
the  younger  ones.  "She  wishes  to  follow  Mother's 
religion"  we  were  told.  We  returned  to  the  home, 
but  Jane  had  hidden  in  a  back  room.  Her  father,  who 
was  present  this  time,  told  her  to  come  out,  and 
we  had  a  pleasant  chat  with  them  all.  Still,  Jane 
did  not  come  to  class.  She  is  a  very  big  girl  for 
her  age,  and  it  seems  the  children  tease  her.  So  we 
suggested  giving  her  lessons  at  home.  That  was  fine 
from  Jane's  point  of  view.  She  made  her  First 
Communion  with  the  others.  Before  we  left,  the 
mother  said  she,  too,  would  like  to  be  a  Catholic,  so 
Father  will  give  her  instructions. 

One  evening  we  visited  a  young  woman  who  was 
baptized,  but  brought  up  by  a  Protestant  aunt.  She 
said  she  would  like  to  take  instructions.  Her  baby  of 
five  months  had  never  been  baptized.  We  reported 
this  to  Father  and  he  arranged  for  the  baptism  of 
the  baby  the  following  Sunday  and  will  look  after 
the  mother's  instruction. 

There  was  one  boy,  of  11  years,  whose  parents 
had  both  become  Communists.  Father  was  very 
anxious  that  this  lad  should  receive  instructions, 
so  we  called  at  his  home  to  see  what  could  be  done. 
As  was  to  be  expected,  we  did  not  receive  much  en- 
couragement from  the  parents.  We  returned  several 
times,  but  the  boy  always  seemed  to  get  away  before 
we  could  see  him.  We  asked  his  cousins  to  try  to 
bring  him  along,  but  they  could  not  succeed.  One  day 
at  noon  recess  we  saw  him  playing  near  a  bridge  a 
little  distance  away.  We  went  down  and  had  a  talk 
with  him.  After  that  he  came  every  day  for  in- 
struction, learned  all  his  prayers,  etc.,  but  to  our  dis- 
appointment he  did  not  come  to  receive  First  Com- 
munion. Father  encouraged  us  by  saying  it  was 
worth  something  just  to  get  him  started  on  the  rigbt 
path. 

(These  little  incidents  are  surely  a  convincing  proof 
of  the  value  of  home  visiting  during  catechetical 
tours.  ED.) 


A  Profitable  Candy  J.oke. 

We  spent  two  weeks  at   .    Two  days  before 

our  departure,  some  of  the  children  were  standing 
around  the  village  store.  The  young  man  in  charge, 
wishing  to  get  rid  of  them,  came  to  the  door  and 
announced:  "The  nuns  were  here  and  got  some 
candy."  This  was  pure  fiction,  but  it  produced  the 
desired  effect — the  children  lost  no  time  in  hurrying 
to  class.  At  recess  they  said:  "Sister,  you  have  some 
candy  for  us,  haven't  you?"    "Who  told  you  that? " 

I  enquired.    "Mr.  ■          at  the  store."    We  kept  this 

little  incident  in  mind  and  when  we  went  shopping 
to  get  something  for  the  "party"  to  be  held  on  the 
last  day,  we  decided  our  opportunity  had  come  to 
turn  the  joke  on  the  imaginative  young  clerk.  On 
going  into  the  store,  Sister  said  to  him:  "We  have 
come  for  those  candies  we  didn't  get."  He  looked 
puzzled  for  a  moment,  then  realizing  the  joke,  laugh- 
ed heartily.  He  filled  a  large  bag  with  candy  for  us 
to  give  to  the  children,  and  home  we  went! 

The  party  was  a  lively  one.  It  started  with  a 
ball  game,  "Maple  Leafs  vs.  Stars."  The  winners 
received  prizes.  Races  followed,  and  a  peanut  and 
candy  scramble.  Before  leaving,  pictures  and  me- 
dals were  distributed.  Two  little  Protestants  who  at- 
tended class  asked  for  medals  and  pinned  them  on 
proudly,  even  though  they  bore  the  inscription:  "I 
am  a  Catholic;  in  case  of  accident,  call  a  priest." 

On  First  Communion  morning  several  people  were 
present  who  had  not  been  to  church  for  a  long  time. 
The  children  sang  the  hymns  we  had  taught  them 
and  the  boys  we  had  trained  to  answer  Mass  did  very 
well  on  the  altar.  Some  of  these  little  ones  had 
never  heard  of  God.  At  this  place  we  visited  27 
families,  including  Communists,  fallen-away  Catho- 
lics, and  14  non-Catholics. 

No  Room  in  the  Inn. 

At  X — — ,  after  visiting  all  afternoon,  we  arrived 
at  7  p.m.  at  a  home  where  we  understood  we  would 
be  accommodated.    Mrs.    rushed  around  prepar- 

ing supper  for  us.  On  the  way  to  the  table  with  a 
plate  of  meat,  she  said:     "Will  you  have  meat,  Sis- 


One  (of  the  Classes  in  B.C. 
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ters?  I  know  it  is  Friday,  but — (Many  excuses  fol- 
lowed). "No,  thank  you,"  we  said,  "a  cup  of  tea 
will  do."  After  supper  we  asked  if  we  might  stay. 
"Oh,  no,"  she  said,  "1  haven't  room."  We  were  dis- 
appointed, but  set  out  at  once  to  find  some  other  shel- 
ter for  the  night.  At  the  next  house,  when  we  asked 
the  lady  of  the  house  for  accommodation,  we  received 
the  same  answer:  "Oh,  no,  we  haven't  room."  As 
it  was  getting  late,  and  we  did  not  want  to  go  fur- 
ther, we  said:  "Well,  Mrs.   ,  may  we  sleep  near 

your  house  in  our  car?"  This  was  too  much  for  the 
good  woman.  She  thought  it  over  for  a  few  minutes, 
then  went  in  to  consult  her  husband,  returning  short- 
ly to  say  they  would  try  to  give  us  a  bed.  We  prepar- 
ed our  own  lunch  and  begged  our  supper  from  a  dif- 
ferent family  every  day. 

Guarding  the  Potatoes. 

The  weather  was  so  fine  that  we  did  our  teaching 
out  of  doors.  One  little  girl  told  us  she  could  not 
attend,  as  she  had  to  keep  the  cows  from  going  into 
the  potato  patch — so  we  moved  one  of  our  classes  up 
to  the  potato  patch  and  the  little  one  was  able  to 
keep  an  eye  on  the  cows  and  potatoes. 

A  Courteous  Non-Catholic. 

As  there  is  no  church  in  this  settlement,  Father 
asked  us  to  try  to  find  a  place  where  he  could  say 
Mass  on  Saturday  morning.  Not  one  of  the  homes 
had  a  room  large  enough,  but  we  remembered  an 
empty  building  we  had  seen,  at  one  time  a  theatre, 
which  belonged  to  a  non-Catholic.  We  visited  the 
owner  in  some  trepidation,  as  we  had  heard  he  was 
not  very  friendly  towards  Catholics,  but  when  we 
asked  him  if  we  could  have  the  building  for  Mass 
on  Saturday  morning,  he  replied:  "Certainly,  Sis- 
ters. I  shall  be  glad  to  do  anything  I  can  for  you. 
It  needs  sweeping,  etc."  We  told  him  we  would  look 
after  that,  but  he  said:  "Oh,  no,  I  have  three  girls; 
they  will  clean  up  the  place  for  you."  So  on  Fri- 
day evening  we  had  only  to  set  up  and  decorate  the 
altar,  arrange  benches,  etc.  The  next  morning  Mass 
was  celebrated  in  the  old  theatre.  The  Holy  Sacri- 
fice had  never  before  been  offered  in  X  .  Surely 

this  first  honouring  of  Jesus  in  the  Sacrament  of  His 
Love  brought  many  graces  and  blessings  to  the  peo- 
ple of  the  little  village. 

S.O.S. 


Absence  lessens  moderate  affections,  but  in- 
creases great  ones;  as  the  wind  extinguishes  a  taper, 
but  fans  a  fire. 


Feeding  His  Lambs  on  Alberta  Prairies 

"THE  WORLD"  IN  MINIATURE. 

HOME  again!  Just  as  though  we  had  never  left 
to  travel  the  highways  and  byways  of  a 
miniature  world.  "Miniature  world"  is  no  ex- 
aggeration, for  on  a  catechetical  tour  we  go  into  dis- 
tricts that  are  peopled  from  all  parts  of  the  globe. 
A  wee  stretch  of  the  imagination  and  there  you  are 
— in  Poland,  or  in  France,  in  sunny  Italy  or  smil- 
ing Ireland,  and  all  at  the  cost  of  a  bumpy  ride  in  a 
rattling  and  rebellious  car,  with  perchance  a  lurch 
into  the  ditch,  which  might  be  regarded  as  a  modified 
shipwreck.  Speaking  of  ditches  and  shipwreck — no 
answer  given  to  a  vessel  in  distress  was  ever  heard 
as  gratefully  as  is  the  phut-phut-phut  of  a  tractor 
after  one  has  spent  a  weary  hour  in  an  Alberta  ditch. 

It  seems  so  long  and  far  away  now — the  day  we 
packed  our  bags  (the  reason  for  their  extraordinary 
weight  was  that  they  were  crammed  tight  with  cate- 
chisms and  rosary  beads,  medals  and  holy  cards.  If 
you  don't  think  these  weigh  very  much,  just  take 
an  ordinary  suitcase  and  experiment!)  We  finally 
succeeded  in  packing  everything,  and  having  made 
mental  notes  to  be  sure  we  hadn't  forgotten  anything 
important,  declared  ourselves  ready. 

Father  was  to  call  for  us  with  his  car — and  then 
it  would  be  Gibbons,  or  (imagination  handy)  some- 
where in  France.  The  band  was  out  in  Gibbons  (no, 
not  for  us,  the  date  was  July  1st.)  The  children 
were  in  readiness  with  all  that  shy  expectancy  chil- 
dren have  in  view  of  something  new.  It  wasn't  hard 
getting  acquainted  and,  preliminaries  over,  we  start- 
ed to  work  in  real  earnest. 

The  roll  call  numbered  twenty-five,  but  Father 
had  promised  forty,  so  after  school  hours  a  borrowed 
horse  and  buggy  did  very  well  for  visiting  purposes 
and  within  a  day  or  two  there  were  several  addi- 
tions to  the  classes. 

Mrs.  L.  gave  us  the  use  of  her  front  room.  Days 
passed  and  all  went  well  until  longing  glances  were 
being  cast  out-of-doors.  If  one  thought  of  it —  it 
was  warm!  Somehow  the  more  one  thought  of  it 
the  warmer  it  grew.  "Would  you  like  to  have  class 
outside?"  "Oh,  Sister,  could  we?"  "Yes,  I  think 
so,  if  we  can  find  a  shady  spot,  big  enough  for  all  of 
us."  "Sister,  there  is  one  along  the  road,  under 
that  big  tree."  Sure  enough!  The  first  catechists 
never  spurned  the  roadside.  The  New  Testament 
vouches  for  that.  Well,  what  would  you  have  done'' 
Yes,  we  did  that  too,  and  it  was  more  conducive  to 
study. 

Before  we  realized  it  two 
weeks  had  almost  passed.  The 
church  was  eight  miles  away 
and  the  reception  of  Confirm- 
ation demands  some  practice 
for  little  ones  who  participate 
so  seldom  in  church  functions. 
A  truck  would  serve  the  pur- 
pose, and  a  truck  was  soon  at 
our  disposal.  So  we  spent  one 
whole  day  on  rehearsal.  The 
result  was  that  on  Sunday 
everything  went  like  clock- 
work. One  of  our  big  consola- 
tions was  the  return  to  the 
Church  of  an  entire  family  who 
had  been  away  from  the  prac- 
tice of  religion  for  over  30 
years.  The  eight  children  had 
all  been  baptized,  but  nothing 
further  had  ever  been  done.  It 
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was  grand  to  see  them  on  that  final  morning  going 
up  to  the  altar  to  receive  their  First  Communion, 
and  then,  later,  kneeling  for  the  imposition  of  the 
bishop's  hands.  Six  fine  young  men  and  two  girls — 
all  of  them  shy  and  not  quite  sure  of  themselves  but 
— resolute! 

There  wasn't  much  time  to  spare  and  farewells 
were  hasty,  as  there  was  a  long  trip  ahead.  And 
we  weren't  counting  on  the  expedition  into  the  ditch, 
either!  We  were  on  our  way  to  a  new  district  now 
— was  it  Poland,  or  Germany,  or  Czecho-Slovakia? 
No  matter!  We  were  to  spend  only  a  week  here, 
but  to  see  us  calmly  walking  in  the  wrong  direction 
the  first  morning,  a  casual  observer  would  have 
thought  we  had  all  the  time  in  the  world  and  nothing 
to  do  with  it.  Finally  we  grew  skeptical.  "Is  this 
the  road  to  Dapp?"  we  cheerfully  enquired  of  an 
early  berry-picker.  "Oh,  no,  you're  walking  the 
wrong  way."  Righted,  we  retraced  our  steps  and 
after  what  seemed  an  eternity  the  spire  of  Dapp 
church  peeped  out  over  the  tree-tops,  seeming  to  say: 
"Hurry  up,  you're  almost  here." 

At  the  next  centre,  Jarvie,  even  the  babies  of 
three  years  and  four  wanted  to  come,  so  after  they 
promised  to  be  good  and  not  make  any  noise  they 
were  allowed  to  stay.    They  kept  their  word,  too. 

In  an  Italian  settlement  all  should  have  been 
fair  and  sunny.  Instead,  when  it  wasn't  actually 
raining  the  clouds  were  gathered  in  some  corner  of 
the  sky,  planning  mischief.  Was  the  week  a  failure, 
then?  Hardly!  The  roll  call  numbered  forty-three 
and  some  had  six  and  seven  miles  to  walk. 

Perhaps  the  week  in  Barrhead  was  the  most  in- 
teresting of  the  whole  tour.  The  children  who  did 
not  live  too  far  away  came  in  daily.  A  tent  on  the 
front  lawn  was  more  than  an  invitation  to  the  boys 
living  at  a  distance.  (What  young  boy  doesn't  like 
camping?)  The  girls  had  to  be  content  with  indoor 
quarters. 

Of  course  this  week  demanded  constant  super- 
vision and  prayers  were  said  in  common  morning 
and  evening,  but  I  think  we  all  liked  it.  Judging 
from  the  hard  luck  wished  on  the  car  that  was  to 
take  them  home  I  don't  think  the  children  wanted 
to  leave. 

And  so  we  said  Good-bye  to  tours,  to  laughing 
children  and  sunny  summer  afternoons.  You  ask — 
"Was  it  profitable?"  Only  God  knows  that.  We  came 
into  contact  with  over  a  hundred  abandoned  little 
souls  and  surely — "God  giveth  the  increase." 

S.O.S. 


AN  ADAPTABLE  CHURCH. 

In  one  Alberta  district  the  little  country  church 
was  used  for  a  variety  of  purposes.  The  following 
extract  from  a  letter  tells  how  the  church  served 
as  class-room  and  kitchen,  as  well  as  providing  sleep- 
ing accommodation  for  the  Sisters: 

"We  arrived  at  N.  on  Sunday  morning.  Nestled 
among  the  trees,  about  two  hundred  yards  from  the 
road,  we  found  the  little  grey  church,  trying  to  hide 
its  dilapidated  appearance  from  the  passers-by.  There 
were  about  fifteen  people  gathered  around  the  door 
and  when  they  entered,  the  church  was  filled  to  capa- 
city. 

"As  Father  started  the  Introit,  an  old  Polish  man 
of  7  6  years  intoned  a  hymn  and  the  congregation 
continued  to  sing  till  the  last  Gospel. 

"The  Sisters  •  slept  in  the  church.  We  prepared 
our  own  meals,  on  the  church  heater.  The  town, 
consisting  of  two  stores,  is  about  half  a  mile  down 
the  road. 

Sunday  afternoon  we  spent  in  visiting  the  fam- 
ilies with  the  result  that  on  Monday  morning  we  had 
twenty-six  children  for  instruction,  when  it  had  been 
thought  there  were  only  ten  in  the  district.  These 
children  ranged  in  age  from  seven  to  seventeen  years, 
and  only  three  of  them  had  made  their  First  Com- 
munion. All  of  them  walked  to  class  each  morning, 
and  some  were  at  a  distance  of  seven  miles. 

First  Communion  was  given  on  Saturday  morn- 
ing. The  little  altar  was  decorated  with  wild  orange 
lilies  which  the  children  gathered  from  along  the 
railroad  track.  The  twenty-six  children  more  than 
filled  the  church  and  the  parents  had  to  stand  out- 
side. After  Mass,  while  the  First  Communicants 
were  having  breakfast,  three  little  ones  were  baptized. 

S.O.S. 


It  is  not  until  we  have  passed  through  the  furnace 
that  we  come  to  realize  how  much  dross  there  is  in 
our  composition. 


A  smooth  sea  never  made  a  skilful  mariner, 
neither  do  uninterrupted  prosperity  and  success 
qualify  for  usefulness  and  happiness. 


IN  THE  VICARIATE  OF  PRINCE  RUPERT  AND 
YORKTON 

(Continued  from  page  7). 

To  our  surprise  and  pleasure,  two  of  the  boys  stepped 
out  of  the  ranks  and  presented  us  each  with  a  beauti- 
ful pair  of  moccasins  from  the  children  of  F.  Lolly- 
pops  and  bright  coloured  candies  could  be  seen  in 
every  hand.  Just  before  the  sweets  gave  out,  two 
weary  children  could  be  seen  in  the  distance,  little 
Patricia  and  Jimmy,  who  had  a  three-mile  walk,  and 
almost  failed  to  arrive  in  time.  They  looked  very 
disappointed  when  they  found  the  distribution  had 
already  taken  place,  but  brightened  up  considerably 
when  they  were  given  a  good  share  of  the  sweets. 

Thus  ended  our  two  months  in  this  new  field  of 
action.  We  bade  farewell  to  the  children  of  the 
Yukon  with  hearts  full  of  gratitude  for  the  privilege 
of  instructing  these  little  ones,  who  have  so  few  oppor- 
tunities of  learning  to  appreciate  the  beauty  and  holi- 
ness of  the  Catholic  Faith  in  which  they  have  been 
baptized. 

S.O.S. 


An  I?ish  lad 
and  lassie  who 
rode  fourteen 
miles  every  day 
to  attend 
catechism  class. 
The  little 
Shetland  pony 
bore  up  brave- 
ly under  the 
double  load. 


AN  ORDINARY  MAN  IN  TOUCH  WITH  COD  CAN  DO  EXTRAORDINARY  THINGS. 
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BASEBALL  IS  POPULAR  IN  WINNIPEG 

Last  summer  at  the  annual  picnic  it  was  dis- 
covered that  there  were  some  good  baseball  players 
among  the  girls  of  St.  Anthony's  Club,  Winnipeg. 
This  led  to  the  formation  of  a  team,  which  played 
several  successful  games  during  the  season. 


St.  Anthony's  Brown  Birds,  Winnipeg 

It  was  decided  if  the  team  were  to  continue  its 
existence  a  uniform  should  be  adopted  and  a  suit- 
able name  chosen.  A  costume  was  designed,  consist- 
ing of  a  tunic  and  blouse,  in  the  Club  colours — brown 
and  white.  St.  Anthony  being  the  Club's  patron  saint, 
it  was  thought  fitting  that  he  should  have  some  share 
in  the  new  venture.  After  some  discussion  the  name 
"St.  Anthony's  Brown  Birds"  was  chosen.  Thereafter, 
the  players  wore  a  crest,  bearing  the  initials  "S.A.B." 
At  one  of  the  games  this  led  to  their  being  called 
South  African  Babies,  while  on  another  occasion 
some  one  wanted  to  know  if  the  initials  stood  for 
Sausages  and  Baloney. 

A  few  blocks  from  the  hostel  a  piece  of  city  pro- 
perty, with  regular  ball  diamond  and  catcher's  screen, 
made  an  admirable  practise  ground.  A  series  of  phone 
calls  resulted  in  the  services  of  a  coach — an  author- 
ity on  baseball  and  well  able  to  direct  a  team. 

Ten  games  have  been  played  so  far.  Four  of  these 
were  twenty  or  thirty  miles  out  of  the  city,  which 
meant  hiring  a  bus,  preparing  a  lunch  and  having  a 
real  picnic  outing. 

During  the  winter  months  the  coach  is 
kept  busy  arranging  winter  sports  that  will 
keep  the  members  of  the  team  in  trim  so  that 
they  will  be  ready  for  big  things  next  base- 
ball season.  S.A.B. 


SUMMARY  OF  LAST  SIMMER'S  TEACHING 
ACTIVITIES 

During  the  summer  months  of  1938  the 
Sisters  of  Service  conducted  vacation  schools 
in  sixty-nine  rural  districts;  1,733  children 
were  instructed,  677  families  visited  and  93 
adults  given  special  instruction. 


S.O.S.  ATTEND  CONFERENCE  ON  CORRESPOND- 
ENCE EDUCATION 

During  the  month  of  September,  two  of  our  Sis- 
ters were  present,  as  delegates,  at  the  International 
Conference  on  Correspondence  Education  held  at  Vic- 
toria, B.C.  The  objective  of  this  Conference  was  to 
discuss  methods  by  which  every  child  in  the  country 
— no  matter  how  distant  from  a  school — might  "gain 
knowledge." 

Government  educationists  are  using  His  Majesty's 
mail  bag  to  bring  the  benefits  of  secular  education 
to  children  in  isolated  areas.  The  Sisters  of  Service 
are  taking  advantage  of  the  same  method  in  an  ef- 
fort to  impart  religious  knowledge  to  Catholic  child- 
ren far  from  Catholic  church  or  school.  From  our  two 
catechetical  houses  in  Regina  and  Edmonton  thous- 
ands of  these  little  ones  are  being  instructed  in  our 
Holy  Faith,  but  there  are  still  many  who  are  without 
this  aid  to  spiritual  development. 

At  the  International  Conference  our  Sisters  ac- 
quired new  ideas  which  will  benefit  the  technique  of 
their  work,  but  the  cost  of  postage  is  one  of  the  great 
obstacles  to  the  spread  of  this  apostolic  activity. 
Will  you  not  send  a  few  stamps  to  act  as  "wings"  to 
carry  the  message  of  God's  Love  to  His  children? 

Alluring  Figures ! 

To  most  of  us  facts  and  figures  are  rather  dull 
and  prosiac.  But  the  grace  of  God  and  missionary 
zeal  can  make  even  dry  figures  alive  with  thrilling 
interest.  Surely  the  information  given  below  can- 
not fail  to  evoke  generous  response  in  the  heart  of 
every  mission-minded  Catholic.  Think  of  it!  With 
$1.00  you  can  make  possible  the  preparation  of  the 
heart  of  an  innocent  child  for  the  coming  of  the 
King!  Who  would  miss  such  an  opportunity?  The 
other  figures  are  just  as  attractive  in  their  appeal  to 
those  of  us  who  some  day  hope  to  hear  from  the  lips 
of  the  Master:  "If  you  did  it  to  the  least  of  these  my 
little  ones,  you  did  it  unto  Me." 


Cost  of  instructing  one  child  for  First  Com- 
munion   

Complete  instruction  of  one  child  by  mail.  .  .  . 

Cost  of  postage  for  a  family,  per  year  

Complete  instruction  of  family  with  3  children 


$1.00 
5.00 
.50 
10.00 


Born  in  a  stable  on  a  winter  night, 
He  came  to  earth  from  heaven's  starry  height, 
Born  on  our  altars  now,  the  Child  Divine 
Would  in  our  heart  of  hearts  Himself  enshrine. 


ADD  FIRE  TO  PIETY,  AND  YOU   HAVE  ZEAL. 
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|     Hospital  Notes  | 

4.  4 

Who's  Who  in  the  Children's  Ward 

Colin — A  very  nice  little  lad  who  fell  into  a 
tub  of  boiling  Avater,  over  three  months  ago.  He 
was  badly  scalded,  especially  his  back,  and  even 
now  is  only  able  to  rest  lying  face  downwards  in 
bed.  One  day  a  Sister  took  him  over  to  the  chapel 
and  told  him  Jesus  lived  behind  the  little  door  on 
the  altar.  This  wonderful  fact  seemed  to  make  no 
impression  whatever  on  the  childish  mind  at  the 
moment.  However,  a  few  weeks  later,  when  the 
same  Sister  passed  Colin's  bed  he  called  out: 
"Sister,  where  are  you  going?"  "To  the  chapel, 
Colin,"  replied  Sister  with  a  smile.  "Are  you  going 
to  Jesus'  house?"  was  the  unexpected  query. 
Which  proves  that  one  never  knows  how  deeply 
words  may  sink  into  a  child's  mind,  even  when  no 
attention  is  apparent.  This  little  incident  en- 
couraged Sister  to  teach  Colin  some  prayers.  A 
few  nights  after,  one  of  the  nurses  settled  him 
comfortably  in  bed  and  said:  "Good-night,  Colin; 
go  to  sleep  now."  "But  I  can't  go  to  sleep  until 
you  hear  my  prayers,"  objected  Colin  promptly. 
"Sister  told  me  I  should  say  my  prayers  every 
night  and  then  God  would  look  after  me  when  I 
sleep." 

Clifford  —  A  little  French-Canadian,  who 
was  registered  as  a  Seventh  Day  Adventist.  His 
father  comes  from  P.E.I.  We  hope  that  during  his 
stay  at  the  Hospital  something  may  be  done  to 
bring  him  in  closer  contact  with  the  Faith  that 
should  evidently  be  his  by  heritage. 

Mike— A  Greek  Catholic  who  is  twelve  years 
old  and  had  never  made  his  First  Communion. 
During  his  stay  in  the  hospital  Mike  was  instruct- 
ed by  the  Sisters  and  made  his  First  Communion 
on  Trinity  Sunday.  It  being  such  an  important 
Feast,  High  Mass  was  celebrated  in  the  Convent 
chapel.  Mike  thought  all  this  was  in  his  honour. 
He  also  had  the  privilege  of  having  his  First  Com- 
munion breakfast  with  Father,  so  we  are  sure 
that  he  has  many  pleasant  memories  of  his  stay 
in  the  hospital. 


Loyal  Catholics 

One  morning  a  young  couple,  with  their  little 
baby,  arrived  at  the  hospital  at  6.30.  They  had 
come  to  make  their  Easter  duty  and  they  had 
been  on  the  road  from  1  a.m.,  driving  in  a  wagon 
drawn  by  a  team  of  horses. 

The  baby  was  put  to  bed  in  the  children's 
ward,  Avhile  the  staunch  Catholic  parents  were 
taken  over  to  the  Church  for  Confession.  They 


Resting  Face  Downwards 


were  so  sincere  and  so  eager  to  receive  the  Sacra- 
ments. Looking  at  them,  and  thinking  of  their 
nocturnal  journey,  one  could  not  help  feeling  a 
new  and  stronger  appreciation  of  the  great  priv- 
ilege that  is  ours  of  receiving  Mass  and  Commun- 
ion daily  without  any  special  sacrifice. 


First  Communion  Class 

During  the  summer  eight  little  ones  were 
guests  at  the  hospital  for  a  week.  They  were 
brought  in  from  surrounding  country  districts, 
so  that  the  Sisters  might  have  an  opportunity  to 
prepare  them  for  First  Communion. 

These  children  were  all  from  very  poor  fam- 
ilies; some  had  never  before  known  what  it  was 
to  sleep  in  a  bed.  On  the  Saturday  night  before 
they  were  to  receive  Communion  the  Sisters  were 
kept  busy  washing  and  ironing  little  dresses, 
shirts  and  trousers.  To  their  distress,  they  found 
that  one  little  boy  had  only  one  shirt,  made  of  a 
flour  bag.  As  he  had  worn  this  all  week,  it  seem- 
ed hopeless  to  make  it  presentable  for  the  follow- 
ing morning.  In  this  dilemma,  Father  S.  came  to 
the  rescue  by  going  to  the  village  store  and  buy- 
ing a  brand  new  shirt  for  the  dear  little  fellow. 
Wras  he  happy?  And  perhaps  the  Sisters  were 
happier  still ! 

Next  morning  the  children  all  looked  nice 
and  tidy  for  the  great  event  of  their  young  lives. 
It  is  true,  the  girls  wore  veils  made  of  curtain 
material,  but  this  did  not  detract  from  the  joy 
that  filled  their  loving  little  hearts.  And  surely 
that  hour  of  union  with  such  innocent  souls  must 
have  been  a  consolation  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of 
Him  Who  said:  "Of  such  is  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven." 


IN  READING,  AS  IN  EATING,  APPETITE  IS  HALF  THE  FEAST. 
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the  Master  caLletJi 
{br  thee  . 


VOCATIONS 


Tinker,  Tailor,  Soldier,  Sailor ! 


A GROUP  of  school  girls  were  sitting  on  the 
grass  eating  cherries.  In  a  tree  ahove  them 
a  bird  sang,  and  not  very  far  away  a  little 
brook  babbled  over  the  mossy  stones. 

"My,  it's  grand  here,"  sighed  Anne,  the  young- 
est, and  usually  the  most  vivacious  member  of  the 
group.  "Any  more  cherries?"  she  said  peering  into 
the  paper  bag.  "Not  one  left,  Oh,  well  all  good 
things  come  to  an  end." 

Some  one  else  began  lazily  counting  her  cherry 
stones.  "Tinker,  Tailor,  Soldier,  Sailor  .  .  ." 

Anne,  who  could  never  sit  still  doing  nothing 
for  very  long  together  started  counting  hers,  too  : 
"Tinker,  tailor  soldier,  sailor  ..."  On  and  on  she 
went,  reciting  the  words  mechanically  until  finally 
she  stopped  at  "thief,"  A  laugh  went  up  from  her 
companions.  "Anne's  going  to  marry  a  thief"  they 
chanted  in  chorus,  "Oh,  Anne,  I'd  be  an  old  maid 
if  I  were  you." 

"Well"  said  Anne  slowly,  "There  are  thieves 
and  thieves  you  know,  and  the  one  who  will  get 
me  will  have  to  be  pretty  nice,  in  fact  he  will  have 
to  be  good,  gentle,  strong  and  .  .  . 

"If  he's  a  thief  he  won't  be  all  that,"  someone 
interrupted. 

"Yes,  he  will,"  replied  Anne,  "because  he  is 
going  to  steal  my  heart." 

A  few  moments  silence  followed,  a  silence  so 
deep  that  the  whistle  of  a  train  far  away  could 
be  heard. 

"Oh  come  on,"  said  Anne,  suddenly  jumping 
up,  "We'll  all  be  getting  too  serious  if  we  stay 
here  much  longer.  I'll  race  you  to  the  bridge." 
And  off  she  ran,  the  rest  following  after. 

*    *  * 

A  few  years  passed,  and  once  more  Anne  and 
a  companion  sat  by  the  stream.  It  was  the  last  day 


of  school,  and  tomorrow  they  would  be  going  home 
— home  for  good. 

"Strange,  how  little  incidents  stay  in  one's 
mind,  isn't  it  ?"  mused  Anne.  Do  you  remember  on 
this  very  spot,  it  must  be  four  years  ago  now,  we 
and  the  rest  of  the  gang  sat  here  and  ate  cherries. 
We  counted  the  stones  afterwards,  Tinker,  Tailor, 
Soldier,  Sailor,  etc.,  and  I  was  going  to  marry  a 
thief." 

"Yes,  and  we  all  laughed  at  you  afterwards, 
but  seriously,  Anne,  what  are  you  going  to  do? 
Most  of  us  have  our  plans  already  made,  but  you 
seem  to  talk  of  something  different  every  day. 
Yesterday  it  was  a  tea  room,  what  is  it  today?" 

Anne  smiled.  "And  yet  with  all  the  fooling  I 
have  known  ever  since  that  day  we  sat  here  by  the 
brook  and  counted  cherry  stones  just  what  I  was 
going  to  do.  Sometimes,  of  course  I  have  wavered, 
but  deep  down  in  my  heart  I  always  knew  just 
what  it  would  be." 

"What?"  queried  her  companion. 

"Can  you  keep  a  secret?"  said  Anne  very  ser- 
iously "because  I  haven't  told  Dad  and  Mum 
yet." 

The  other  promised. 

"Well,  I'm  going  to  be  a  Missionary  Sister. 
The  Thief,  do  you  remember,  He  who  comes  like 
a  Thief  in  the  night,  has  claimed  my  heart.  It's 
strange  isn't  it?  But  it  was  a  silly  little  thing  like 
a  cherry  stone  that  made  me  think  that  day,  and 
it  was  right  then  that  I  made  up  my  mind,  and  I 
have  kept  to  it  ever  since." 

"Will  your  Father  and  Mother  object,"  ask- 
ed her  companion. 

"They  will  be  proud  of  me,"  replied  Anne. 
"1  know  Mum  and  Dad.  Of  course  they  will  feel 
(Continued  on  page  l(i) 
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MARIAN  CRUSADERS 


Dear  Crusaders : 

Once  again  your 
hearts  are  aglow  with 
the  warmth  of  Christ- 
mas. If  it  is  at  all  pos- 
sible you  will  each  one, 
I  know,  assist  at  Mid- 
night Mass  to  offer  your 
hearts  to  the  dear  In- 
fant Jesus. 

I  am  going1  to  ask  a 
favour.  When  you  re- 
ceive the  Babe  of  Beth- 
lehem in  Holy  Com- 
munion, please  ask  him 
to  bless  in  a  special 
manner  the  missionary  work  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  during  the  coming  year  of  1939.  Mis- 
sionaries need  many  things.  They  need  money, 
they  need  clothing,  they  need  homes,  they  need 
schools,  they  need  hospitals,  but  most  of  all  they 
need  prayer,  for  prayer  is  what  obtains  for  them 
the  almighty  assistance  of  God  Himself. 

No  matter  how  poor  you  are — you  can  pray ; 
no  matter  how  young  you  are — you  can  pray.  So 
when  I  ask  you  to  pray  I  am  asking  something 
that  is  in  the  power  of  each  Marian  Crusader. 
And  I  know  you  will  not  refuse.  Think  of  the 
many  graces  and  blessings  that  will  result  from 
the  united  prayers  of  5,000  Marian  Crusaders  on 
Christmas  morning! 

In  return,  I  promise  you  in  1  lie  name  of  the 
Sisters,  a  special  remembrance  in  their  prayers. 
And  surely  you  need  no  assurance  of  your  usual 
particular  place  in  the  Christmas  petitions  of 

THE  CAPTAIN. 


THE  APOSTOLATE  OF  THE  MAIL  BAG 

"Anna,  I'm  sure  the  mail  is  sorted  by  this 
time.  Let's  go  over  to  the  Post  Office." 

Anna  glanced  at  the  large  basket  of  cherries 
which  the  two  girls  were  preparing  to  preserve. 
"Oh,  why  bother,  Mary?  We  have  enough  work 
here  to  keep  us  busy  until  supper  time.  Besides, 
there  won't  be  anything  interesting  at  the  Post 
Office,  either  for  you  or  for  me.  I  never  get  any 
letters,  and  I'm  sure  you  don't  either." 

"Oh,  yes,  Anna,  lately  I've  been  receiving 
wonderful  letters."  There  was  a  mysterious  smile 
on  Mary's  face  that  piqued  Anna's  curiosity. 

"You!  Wonderful  letters!  Well,  I'd  like  to 
know  who  sends  them  to  you." 

"So  you  shall,  if  you'll  come  with  me  to  the 
Post  Office.  To-day  is  Friday,  and  as  there's  no 


school  to-morrow,  Mother  said  I  might  stay  for 
supper  and  spend  the  evening  with  you." 

"Oh,  that's  grand!"  exclaimed  Anna  delight- 
edly. Come  on,  we'll  go  to  the  Post  Office  right 
away.  There'll  be  lots  of  time  to  finish  the  old 
cherries  after  supper." 

In  a  few  minutes  they  were  on  their  way.  "Now. 
Mary,"  reminded  Anna,  "you  must  tell  me  of  those 
wonderful  letters." 

"Yes,"  agreed  Mary,  eyes  sparkling  with  en- 
thusiasm. "Do  you  remember,  Anna,  the  three 
weeks  I  spent  with  my  cousins  last  summer  at  S?" 

"I  surely  do,  because  I  missed  you  so  much 
it  spoiled  my  holidays.  But  go  ahead  with  the 
story.  Can't  you  see  I'm  consumed  with  cur- 
iosity?" 

"Well,  I  arrived  at  S.  during  the  last  week  of 
a  vacation  school  that  the  Sisters  of  Service  were 
conducting.  My  three  cousins  had  been  going 
every  day  and  it  seemed  to  me  they  coidd  talk  of 
nothing  else.  At  first  I  was  rather  annoyed,  es- 
pecially when  they  wanted  me  to  go  with  them. 
I  told  them  I'd  had  enough  of  school  all  year 
without  spending  my  holidays  at  lessons." 

"That's  right !"  agreed  Anna  emphatically. 
"Imagine  anyone  wanting  to  spend  long  warm 
summer  days  in  a  schoolroom." 

"But  wait  'till  I  tell  you.  The  first  day  at 
home  was  so  lonesome  without  my  cousins  that 
I  decided  to  go  with  them  just  for  company.  Be- 
sides I  was  sort  of  curious  to  see  what  kind  of  a 
jchool  it  was  where  they  taught  religion  all  day.* 

"And  you  actually  went!"  exclaimed  Anna. 

"Yes.  Next  morning  I  was  all  ready  when  the 
car  called  for  my  cousins.  You  see,  most  of  the 
children  live  so  far  away  from  church  that  the 
priest  had  to  arrange  to  have  cars  call  for  them 
every  morning.  The  early  morning  drive  Avas 
grand,  and  I  thought  to  myself:  'This  is  the  best 
part  of  the  day,  so  I'll  enjoy  it.'  The  car  stopped 
at  different  farm  houses  to  pick  up  other  child- 
ren and  by  the  time  we  reached  the  church 
grounds  there  wasn't  an  inch  of  space  left.  The 
other  children  had  all  arrived  before  us,  and  two 
Sisters  dressed  in  grey  wrere  forming  them  in 
ranks  to  go  into  the  church." 

"What  were  the  Sisters  like?"  asked  Mary 
curiously.  "I've  never  even  seen  a  Sister.  I  think 
I'd  be  sort  of  shy  with  them." 

"I  thought  I  would,  too,  Anna.  But  they're  so 
nice  and  friendly  you  soon  feel  at  home  with 
them.  As  soon  as  Sister  saw  me  she  came  up  to 
me  and  said:  "I  see  we  have  a  new  pupil  this 
morning.  You're  very  welcome."  She  smiled  so 
sweetly  I  felt  as  if  I  had  known  her  all  my  life. 


HE  WHO  PLANTS  KINDNESS  GATHERS  LOVE. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


Then  we  all  went  into  the  church  for  Mass.  Sis- 
ter read  some  of  the  prayers  aloud  and  the  child- 
ren all  had  prayerbooks  and  seemed  so  attentive 
to  everything.  They  sang  hymns,  too  — ■  beautiful 
hymns  that  I  didn't  know,  and  I  wished  I  had 
been  there  to  learn  them." 

"And  did  class  start  right  after  Mass?" 
queried  Anna,  now  full  of  eager  interest. 

"We  were  given  ten  minutes  to  walk  about 
and  pet  a  drink.  Then  the  bell  rang  and  we  as- 
sembled in  the  garage,  which  was  being  used  as 
a  classroom.  I  joined  the  Senior  Class  with  my 
cousin  Jean.  The  younger  children  were  taught 
in  the  basement  of  the  Church  by  the  other  Sister. 
After  a  prayer  to  the  Holy  Ghost,  class  began. 
Sister  had  been  teaching  the  Mass  every  morning 
and  was  nearing  the  end  of  the  subject.  How 
sorry  I  was  to  have  missed  what  went  before!  It 
was  all  so  interesting,  and  I  learned  many  new 
things  even  in  that  one  lesson.  A  half  hour  had 
passed  before  I  realized  it,  and  we  were  told  to 
get  out  our  project  books.  Of  course  I  hadn't  any, 
and  Sister  told  me  as  this  was  the  last  day,  I 
had  better  help  Jean  to  decorate  hers." 

"What  in  the  world  are  project  books,  Mary?" 

"They  are  just  ordinary  exercise  books,  and 
in  them  are  pasted  pictures  of  whatever  subject 
is  being  studied;  underneath  are  written  the  most 
important  points  of  the  lesson.  Each  pupil  was 
encouraged  to  decorate  her  book  as  best  she 
could,  and  Sister  supplied  crayons  for  this  pur- 
pose." 

"My,  I'd  love  that!"  exclaimed  Anna. 

"Indeed  you  would,  And  the  children  were 
so  interested.  Jean  whispered  to  me  that  prizes 
were  to  be  given  for  the  best  project  books  and 
she  was  trying  hard  to  get  one.  After  the  project 
work  was  over  we  had  a  ten  minute  meditation  on 
the  Blessed  Virgin.  Then  came  tests  on  the  Com- 
mandments and  Sacraments,  and  was  the  class 
excited?" 

"Were  the  questions  hard?" 

"Some  were  pretty  difficult,  but  others  were 
easy.  By  the  time  the  tests  were  over  it  was  time 
for  the  noon  recess  and  we  all  went  to  the.  orchard 
for  luncheon  and  games." 

"I'm  sure  you  enjoyed  that  part  of  the  busi- 
ness," put  in  Anna. 

"Yes,  but  I  was  glad  when  class  started  again 
because  I  was  so  eager  to  see  what  was  coming 
next.  During  the  afternoon  period  we  studied  the 
Foundation  of  the  Church.  Sister  had  beautiful 
large  pictures,  which  made  everything  so  clear. 
All  the  children  had  New  Testaments  and  Sister 
had  them  look  up  different  events  and  read  them 
aloud.  Then,  after  Benediction  at  which  the  child- 
ren sang  the  0  Salutaris  and  Tantum  Ergo 
which  Sister  had  taught  them,  we  waited  outside 
for  the  car  to  take  us  home." 


"Did  you  speak  to  the  Sister  again?" 

"Oh,  yes,  she  came  up  and  talked  to  us  while 
we  were  waiting.  I  told  her  I'd  love  to  have  a  New 
Testament,  as  I  never  knew  before  how  interest- 
ing it  was  to  read  of  the  early  days  of  the  Church. 
Then  it  was  that  she  told  me  about  the  Correspon- 
dence Course  in  Religion  that  the  Sisters  give  by 
mail  and  she  asked  if  I  would  like  to  receive  it. 
I  told  her  I'd  love  to,  and  she  took  my  name,  age, 
and  address." 

"And  I  suppose  you've  been  receiving  lessons 
ever  since,"  put  in  Anna.  And  they  are  the 
wonderful  letters  you  spoke  about." 

"Yes,  I've  been  getting  lessons  and  letters 
from  the  Sisters  since  last  September.  This  will  be 
the  last  one  for  the  season,  because  during  the 
summer  months  the  Sisters  all  go  out  to  different 
country  places  to  teach  vacation  schools." 

Anna  looked  at  her  friend  wistfully.  "Do  you 
think  they'll  ever  come  here?" 

"I  don't  know;  perhaps  they  may.  But  you 
could  send  your  name  in  for  the  lessons.  That 
would  be  the  next  best  thing.  You  can't  imagine 
how  much  I've  learned  about  our  Catholic  Faith 
from  these  written  instructions.  I'm  proud  of  my 
religion  now  that  I  know  so  much  of  its  glorious 
history,  and  I  look  on  the  Faith  as  my  dearest 
possession.  But  here  we  are  at  the  Post  Office." 

Mary  opened  P.O.  Box  214,  while  Anna  watch- 
ed eagerly.  There  was  a  long  envelope  addressed 
to  Mary;  underneath  which  there  was  a  little 
package  also  bearing  her  name.  This  she  drew 
out  with  a  shriek  of  delighted  surprise.  "Oh, 
Anna."  she  cried  excitedly,  "it's  from  the  Sisters. 
Could  it  be  possible  that  I've  won  a  prize?" 

"Read  the  letter."  advised  the  practical  Anna. 
"That  will  tell  you." 

"Yes,  so  it  will.  But  let's  get  outside."  They 
were  soon  in  the  qxiiet  country  lane  and  Mary  tore 
open  the  envelope.  Then  she  read  aloud:  "Dear 
Mary :  We  are  happy  to  tell  you  that  you  have 
won  a  prize  for  your  answers  on  last  month's 
Church  History  Test.  .  .  ." 

"Oh,  do  let's  see  what  it  is,"  interrupted  Anna, 
dancing  around  on  one  foot,  "you  can  finish  the 
letter  afterwards." 

Mary  did  not  need  much  persuading  and  soon 
the  wrapper  was  removed  from  the  package,  re- 
vealing to  their  delighted  gaze  an  exquisite  little 
New  Testament. 

"Just  what  I'v  wanted  so  long,"  gasped  Mary 
ecstatically.  "I'll  bet  the  Sister  I  met  in  S.  told 
them  to  send  me  that." 

"Oh,  Mary,"  broke  in  Anna,  let's  send  in  my 
name  this  very  evening." 

"Yes,  and  vou'll  soon  be  just  as  interested  as 
I  am." 

S.O.S. 


BE  CHARITABLE  BEFORE  WEALTH  MAKES  THEE  COVETOUS. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


WILL  IT  BE  A  CANADIAN  ARS? 

IN  the  far  far  West  of  Canada  there  is  a  ne- 
glected little  corner  of  God's  Vineyard  which 
has  been  termed  not  inaptly  —  "The  Land 
of  Lost  Souls."  Recently  a  young  priest  was  ap- 
pointed pastor  of  this  small  mining  village,  with 
its  2.000  should-be  Catholics  of  various  national- 
ities. Tn  a  letter  to  one  of  our  Sisters,  he  tells  us 
of  liis  impressions : 


Hope  for  the  Future 


"The  more  I  get  to  know  the  members  of  my 
flock,  the  more  I  wonder  if  they  have  not  been 
more  sinned  against  than  sinning.  The  only  at- 
tention they  have  had  for  years  is  one  Mass  on 
Sundays.  The  Blessed  Sacrament  was  not  reserved, 
so  it  is  no  wonder  that  Catholic  life  languished. 
This  small  parish  seems  to  be  made  up  of  every 
nationality  under  the  sun  and  hearing  confessions 
sometimes  becomes  a  lingxiistic  acrobatic  feat  that 
baffles  description.  At  times  one  wishes  ardently 
for  the  "Gift  of  Tongues." 

"  There  is  a  small  church  dedicated  to  St.  John 
the  Evangelist.  When  I  installed  the  Divine  Pre- 
sence at  Christmas  one  of  the  Italian  ladies  came 
to  me  and  said :  'Tell  me,  Father,  the  Blessed,  He 
stay  here  now?'  A,nd  when  I  said,  'Yes,'  tears  roll- 
ed down  her  cheeks  as  she  murmured  her  fervent 
'Deo  Gratias.'  Fine  people,  these  Italians,  who 
have  remained  faithful.  Their  piety  in  some  way 
atones  for  the  neglect  of  the  masses.  Another 
Italian  lady  was  ill  in  bed  when  I  first  came.  From 
her  room  she  could  look  across  the  street  and  see 
the  red  sanctuary  light.  '0  Father,'  she  said,  weep- 
ing, 'all  my  life  I  pray  for  to  see  that  red  light 
there,  and  now  when  it  comes  I  cannot  go  out.' 
However,  she  is  up  and  ont  now,  and  a  daily  com- 
municant. 


"  Very  little  can  be  done  with  the  older  ones  who 
have  lapsed,  except  pray  that  they  get  the  grace 
to  be  reconciled  on  their  deathbeds.  But  Ave  are 
trying  to  save  the  children.  The  enclosed  snap 
shows  the  First  Communion  Class  for  1938  with 
their  teacher  and  pastor.  These  are  but  the  begin- 
nings, but  with  prayer  and  co-operation — neither 
of  which  is  lacking  here — perhaps  this  little  town 
may  in  time  become  a  second  village  of  Ars,  not 
in  France,  but  in  Western  Canada?" 


TINKER,  TAILOR,  SOLDIER,  SAILOR! 

(Continued  from  page  13) 

if,  who  wouldn't,  but  they  won't  stand  in  my  way 
when  they  know  I'm  really  serious."  "You  know, 
Mary,"  she  said,  turning  to  her  friend,  "I  just 
can't  tell  you  how  much  the  thought  of  what  I  am 
going  to  do  has  helped  me  during  all  my  school 
days.  It  meant  always  something  to  strive  for,  a 
goal,  and  everything  I  did,  study,  games  even, 
was  done  as  a  kind  of  preparation  for  my  life  as 
a  missionary.  You  know  how  I  hate  the  piano.  I 
haven't  got  any  music  in  me,  but  the  thought  of 
being  able  to  play  hymns  for  kiddies  on  the  Mis- 
sions made  me  want  to  practise,  and  it  is  the  same 
with  everything  else.  It  just  lent  colour  to  life. 
I  can't  explain  properly  what  I  mean,  but  I  guess 
you  understand  a  little,  don't  you?" 

"Yes,  I  think  I  do,  but  tell  me  did  you  never 
feel  afraid?" 

"Yes,  sometimes  I  did,  and  almost  fou<rht 
against  the  idea  of  giving  up  my  freedom,  but 
still,  through  it  all,  I  knew  that  nothing  else 
would  ever  satisfy  me." 

"When  will  you  be  going,  Anne?" 

"As  soon  as  possible,  in  September,  I  hope,  I 
want  to  give  the  Lord  the  longest  service  I  can. 
There  is  no  sense  in  waiting,  is  there?"  said  Anne 
as  she  rose  to  her  feet. 

Her  companion  looked  very  thoughtful  as  she 
followed  Anne  along  the  narrow  path,  but  Anne 
was  jubilant,  and  the  light  of  a  great  purpose 
shone  in  her  eyes.  S.O.S. 

Patron — "Do  you  serve  lobsters  here?" 
Waiter — "Certainly,  we  cater  to  every  one." 

He — "When  I  was  young,  the  doctors  said 

that  if  I  didn't  stop  smoking  I    would  become 

feeble-minded." 

She— "Well,  why  didn't  you  stop?" 

The  power  of  applying  attention,  steady  and 
undissipated,  to  a  single  object,  is  the  sure  mark 

of  a  superior  genius. 

Few  persons  have  sufficient  wisdom  to  prefer 
censure,  which  is  useful,  to  praise  which  de- 
ceives them. 


A  LI FK  WITHOUT  A  PURPOSE  IS  A  SHIP  WITHOUT  A  RUDDER. 


POWER  OF  MONEY 

Money  Is  a  Power  "For  Weal  or 
for  Woe'9—  For  Evil  or  for  Good 

FOR  EVIL: 

Money  buys  pleasure  and  vice,  breeds  selfishness  and  pride. 

Money  paves  the  way  to  power  and  influence.  In  the  hands  of  grafters 
it  can  wreck,  a  nation. 

Money  awakens  the  greed  of  nations  and  the  struggle  for  world  mar- 
kets leads  to  internal  conflicts. 

FOR  GOOD: 

Like  a  well-directed  electric  current,  money,  well-spent  generates 
Light,  Heat,  and  Power. 

LIGHT— It  buys  ed  ucation  and  in  the  mission  field  helps  to  spread  the 
light  of  the  Gospel. 

HEAT — The  fires  of  Christian  Charity  are  kept  burning  by  the  shar- 
ing of  our  income  with  the  needy. 

POWER — To  translate  ideas  into  action,  money  is  needed.  What 
cannot  be  done  with  money  dedicated  to  the  great  cause  of  God's 
Kingdom  on  earth !  The  State  levies  an  income  tax  for  the  welfare  of 
the  nation.  Has  not  the  Church  more  right  to  levy  an  income  tax  for 
the  promotion  of  God's  work?  Is  not  the  Church  more  important 
than  a  nation  ? 

Where  Is  Your  Money  Going  ? 

On  Which  Side  Will  it  Work— 
For  Good  or  for  Evil  ? 
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A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


What  some  Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"The  Bishops  of  Canada  recom- 
mend the  zealous  and  devoted  ac- 
tivities of  the  Sisters  of  Service.'' 
— Report  of  the  plenary  meeting  of 

the  Canadian  Hierarchy,  Quebec, 

Oct.,  1928. 
"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  Toronto,  it  is  not 
in  any  sense  for  Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the 
whole  Dominion.  One  needs  but  two  qualities, 
love  of  God  and  love  of  Canada,  to  become 
interested  in  the  success  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'." 
►f<  N.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"While  Vicar  General  of  Edmonton  I  saw  at 
close  range  the  excellent  work  done  by  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  in  their  multiple  missionary  activi- 
ties. I  cannot  too  highly  commend  their  zeal  and 
energy  for  the  salvation  of  the  most  abandoned 
souls  of  Western  Canada.  The  correspondence 
course  in  religious  instruction,  which  they  carry 
on  with  such  success,  deserves  a  special  tribute, 
as  they  thus  minister  to  the  little  ones  of  Christ 
far  from  Church  and  Catholic  school." 

►J*  James  C.  McGuigan. 

Archbishop  of  Regina. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.  The  only 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

►J<  H  ENRY  O'LEARY, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton. 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 

►J*  Alfred  A.  Sinnott, 

Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  ...  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 
►J<  J.  T.  McNally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them  at  their  work  as  soon  as 
possible." 

►J*  NlCETAS  BUDKA, 

Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Canada. 

Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 

' '  The  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service   is   a   record   of  splendid 
achievement  and  useful  work  for  the 
Dominion,  and  I  know  from  the  lit- 
tle experience  I  have  personally  of 
the  work  of  your  Order  how  much  self-sacrifice 
and  devotion  to  humanity  goes  with  it." 
—Sir  Henry  Thornton,  Chairman  and  President  of 
the  Canadian  National  Railways. 

' '  I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — Abbe  Cas grain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter- 
view given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  January  8,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially 
successful  in  their  work  amongst  immigrantgirls." — 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year 
ending  March  31,  1926.   Page  48. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu- 
tion to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick. 

Quebec,  August  22,  1923. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
work." — E.   W.  Beatty,  Chairman  and  President, 

Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 
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LONG  LIFE  TO  POPE  PIUS  XII 


To  the  whole- 
hearted acclama- 
tions of  loyalty 
a  n  (1  attachment 
that  have  come 
from  all  parts  of 
the  world  to  the 
Beloved  Vicar  of 
Christ,  the  newly- 
elected  Pope  Pius 
XII,  we  join  our 
humble  profession 
of  faith,  love  and 
submission.  0  u  r 
newly  c  r  o  w  n  e  d 
Pope  comes  to  the 
See  of  Peter  with 
all  the  prestige  of 
his  noble  birth,  of 
his  learning'  and 
sanctity,  with  the 
manifold  experi- 
ence of  a  long-  and 
successful  diploma- 
tic career  in  the  ser- 
vice of  the  Church. 

Elevated  to  the 
highest  dignity  on 
earth,  he  wears  on 
his  lofty  brow  the 
triple  diadem  and 
stands  clothed  with 
all  the  majesty  of 
the  Supreme  Pontiff.  Yet,  as  and  with  his 
saintly  predecessors  he  will  be  "the  servant  of 
the  servants  of  God."  To  serve  the  Church  will 
be  his  ideal,  for  like  the  Son  of  Man,  "he  has 
come  not  to  be  ministered  unto  but  to  minister." 

The  task  that  lies  ahead  of  Pius  XII  is  ardu- 
ous, for  as  Pilot  of  the  Ship  of  Peter  he  takes 
the  helm  at  a  critical  time  of  history.  New 


Caesars  are  laying 
their  hands  on  "the 
things  that  are 
Cod's."  The  seas 
run  high  and  heavy, 
adverse  winds  blow 
through  the  sails 
an  d  rigging; 
wreckage  of  dynas- 
ties, kingdoms  and 
empires  strew  the 
gloomy  waste  of 
waters ;  conflicting 
ideologies  struggle 
for  the  mastery  of 
the  human  mind. 
Civilization  is  be- 
ing revalued. 

With  Pope  Pius 
XII  at  the  helm 
the  Church  will  con- 
tinue to  hold  her 
even  course.  The 
ship  may  lurch,  buf- 
fetted  by  the  angry 
waves,  but  we  know 
with  the  certainty 
of  divine  Faith  that 
the  "Gates  of  Hell 
shall  not  prevail." 

Long  and  happy 
reign  to  our  belov- 
ed Father  in  Christ ! 
One  with  Mother  Church  throughout  the  world, 
let  us  pray  for  the  Vicar  of  Christ,  Pope  Pius 
XII.  "The  Lord  preserve  Him  and  give  Him 
life  and  make  Him  blessed  upon  earth  and  deli- 
ver Him  not  into  the  hands  of  his  enemies." 

Long  live  the  Pope! 

G.  DALY,  C.SS.R 


WHEN  THE  SOUL,  IS  UPLIFTED  BY  AN  IDEAL,  ITS  ENERGY  NEVER  TIKES. 
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THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


THE  POPE  OF  THE  MISSIONS 


Pope  Pius  XI 
will  go  down  in 
history  as  one 
of  the  greatest 
Popes  in  the 
long  line  which 
goes  back  to  the 
day  when  Christ 
Himself  gave  to 
Peter  the  power 
of  the  keys — 
"Thou  art  Peter 
and  upon  this 
rock  I  will  build 
my  Church."  He 
is  called  the 
"P  ope  of  the 
Missions,"  for  his 
heart  b  u  r  n  e  d 
with  zeal  for  the 
spread  of  Christ's 
Kingdom  in  China,  in  India,  in  darkest  Africa 
and  in  every  corner  of  the  world.  He  named  and 
personally  consecrated  native  Chinese,  Japanese 
and  Indian  Bishops.  He  is  called  the  "Pope  of 
Catholic  Action,"  for  he  sent  a  clarion  call  to 
the  laity  of  the  whole  world,  bidding  them  take 
their  rightful  place  in  the  work  of  the  Church. 
He  is  called  the  "Pope  of  Peace,"  for  he  settled 
the  difficult  Roman  Question  hetween  the  Vati- 
can and  the  Holy  See.  He  was  content  with  a 
temporary  Kingdom  of  100  acres,  sufficient  to 
make  him  independent  of  any  earthly  ruler 
while  he,  with  the  staff  of  the  Good  Shepherd, 
ruled    the    spiritual    Kingdom    of    the  Church 


which  encircles 
the  world.  His 
motto,  "The 
peace  of  Christ 
in  the  Kingdom 
of  Christ,"  ex- 
pressed his  in- 
tense desire  for  a 
permanent  peace 
based  on  justice 
among  nations. 
Despite  the  tra- 
gic years  and 
sorrows  of  the 
Church  in  Mexi- 
co. Germany  and 
Spain,  the  barque 
of  Peter  has 
moved  on  with 
an  added  vigour 
as  he  fearlessly 
spoke  out  with  authority  against  every  evil  that 
afflicts  mankind.  Latterly,  though  old  in  years 
and  weakened  iir  his  physical  strength,  this 
valiant  helmsman  never  flinched  whether  in  gale 
or  in  calm;  whether  the  wave  dashed  high  or 
lapped  soothingly  the  vessel's  side.  Erect  and 
vigilant  he  stood  while  the  world  admired  and 
the  faithful  gave  thanks  to  God.  "Better  a  va- 
cant chair  than  a  Pontiff  unable  to  fulfil  the 
functions  of  his  office."  he  said,  when  death  was 
knocking  at  the  door. 

*  JAMES  C.  McGUIGAN, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 


OLD  OK  YOUNG,  WE  ARE  ALL  OX  OUR  LAST  CRUISE. 
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Understanding  the  Home  Mission  Field 


/F  YE  HAD  KNOWN!"  cried  out  the  Master, 
weeping  over  Jerusalem.    May  we  u«e  those 
words  of  the  loving  Master  and  say  to  the 
Catholics  of  Canada  looking  over  the  vast  stretches 
of  our  great  Home  Mission  Field:  "If  you  only 
kneiv!" 

The  first  condition  of  a  successful  united  ef- 
fort in  favour  of  "our  missions"  is  an  enlightened 
and  earnest  "understanding."  Our  good  people 
will  never  react  to  the  call  for  help  that  comes 
to  us  from  beyond  the  Great  Lakes  if  they  do  not 
first  "understand"  the  needs  of  the  Church  out 
West  and  the  responsibility  which  each  Catholic 
has  to  meet  them. 

It  has  been  our  constant  effort  through  the 
pages  of  this  magazine  by  articles,  letters  and 
pictures  (which  often  say  more  than  the  best 
penned  editorial)  to  place  before  the  eyes  and 
the  minds  of  our  readers  the  acuteness  and 
urgency  of  our  Canadian  Mission  problem.  Only 
one  who  knows  the  vastness  of  the  Western  Prov- 
inces and  the  religious  problems  this  very  im- 
mensity of  territory  has  created,  is  capable  of  un- 
derstanding the  call  of  Mother  Church  for  help- 
ers and  means  to  support  them. 

Try  to  picture  particularly  the  thousaiids 
and  thousands  of  young  children  who  have  been 
born  in  the  West  and  are  practically  out  of  com- 
plete contact  with  the  Church.  They  have  been 
baptized,  perhaps  confirmed,  and  are  now  ap- 
proaching manhood  and  womanhood  without 
knowing  and  experiencing  the  saving  influence 
of  Mother  Church.  It  is  but  natural  that  mater- 
ialism, and  with  it  indifference,  has  gripped  their 
souls.    Other  religious  influences,  such  as  those 


of  the  Seventh-Day  Aclventists,  are  rampant 
among  them.  The  Sisters  of  Service  in  their 
catechetical  tour  in  Northern  Alberta,  found  a 
whole  village  of  Poles  and  Hungarians  where 
everyone  was  a  victim  of  those  zealots. 

If  one  has  faith  in  the  Church  and  all  she 
means  to  the  eternal  salvation  of  man  lie  readily 
"understands"  the  far-reaching  consequences  of 
these  prevailing  conditions.  And  "understand- 
ing" begets  "responsibility." 

Should  not  a  sense  of  loyalty  carry  with  it  an 
obligation  for  each  and  everyone  to  come  to  the 
help  of  Mother  Church  in  our  own  country?  This 
feeling  of  loyalty  Ave  translate  into  action  by 
sharing  at  least  by  our  prayers  and  our  money 
in  the  apostolic  endeavours  created  for  this  pur- 
pose. It  is  on  this  consideration  that  the  work 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service  appeals  to  you  for  your 
loyal  support.  They  depend  on  you  for  the 
furtherance  of  their  noble  ambition  to  help  to 
rescue  to  the  faith  those  most  abandoned  souls 
in  our  Home  Mission  Field.  Their  cause  is  in 
your  hands  and  we  pray  God  and  His  Blessed 
Mother  to  give  you,  dear  reader,  an  understand- 
ing of  its  importance  and  of  the  responsibility 
which  it  entails. 


SIEENCE  IS  A  GREAT  PEACEMAKER. 
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j  Notes  and  Comments  j 


EIGHTEEN  MILLION  CATHOLIC 
PAMPHLETS 

A  total  of  18,000,000  Catholic 
pamphlets  were  printed  and  sold 
in  England  and  the  United  States 
from  1924  to  1934,  inclusive, 
Eugene  P.  Willging,  librarian  of 
S.  Thomas  college,  Scranton,  Pa., 
estimates  in  the  current  issue  of 
Catholic  Action,  organ  of  the  Na- 
tional Catholic  Welfare  Confer- 
ence. 

"Assuming  that  10  pamphlets  of 
3  2  to  48  pages  each  are  the 
equivalent  of  one  book,  the  18,- 
000,000  sales  in  the  11-year  period 
equal  a  sale  of  1,800,000  books. 
The  popularity  of  individual  titles 
in  England  is  shown  with  the  sale 
of  3,600,000  of  a  simple  prayer 
book,  210,000  of  a  simple  Catholic 
dictionary,  186,000  of  St.  Teresa 
of  Lisieux,  and  160,000  of  the  En- 
cyclical on  Christian  Marriage. 

"Hundreds  of  other  titles  sell 
from  10,000  to  100,000  copies  each. 
Figures  for  North  American  sales 
are  difficult  to  secure;  however, 
many  of  the  Papal  Encyclicals  have 
certainly  sold  over  100,000. 


THE  EVERLASTING  CHURCH? 

Today  for  example,  Mexico  is 
foolishly  trying  to  exterminate  the 
Catholic  Church.  Twenty  years  ago 
it  was  France,  with  Combes,  the 
infidel,  and  his  vicious  Associations 
Law.  Fifty  years  ago,  it  was  Ger- 
many, with  Bismarck  and  the  Falk 
Laws.  One  hundred  and  twenty 
years  ago,  it  was  France  again, 
aflame  with  revolution.  And  from 
one  hundred  years  ago  to  three 
hundred  years  ago,  it  was  Eng- 
land, enlightened  England,  with 
the  most  drastic  penal  laws  ever 
conceived  in  the  human  mind.  Four 
hundred  years  ago,  it  was  all 
Europe,  with  the  gigantic  rebellion 
that  has  been  called  reformation. 
And  from  four  hundred  years  ago 
until  nineteen  hundred  years  ago, 
one  or  another  of  the  countries  of 
Europe,  one  or  another  of  the 
statesmen  or  kings  or  emperors 
have  thought  to  do  victorious  battle 
against  the  Everlasting  Church, 
and  have  themselves  gone  down  to 
ignominious  defeat. 

— Father  Gillis,  C.S.P. 


WHAT    IS    CATHOLIC  ACTION? 

"In  a  Lenten  Letter  to  the  Car- 
dinal Patriarch  of  Lisbon,  our  late 
Holy  Father,  Pope  Pius  XI,  sum- 
marized his  many  utterances  upon 
the  meaning  and  method  of  what 
has  come  to  be  known  as  Catholic 
Action  —  that  participation  of  the 
laity  in  the  apostolate  of  the  hier- 
archy. "The  Apostolate,  -  says  His 
Holiness,  "is  one  of  the  duties  in- 
herent to  Christian  life.  If  one  con- 
siders it  well,  it  will  be  seen  that 
the  very  sacraments  of  baptism 
and  confirmation  impose  —  among 
other  obligations  —  this  Apostolate 
of  Catholic  Action,  which  is  the 
spiritual  life  of  our  neighbors. 
Through  confirmation  we  become 
soldiers  of  Christ.  The  soldier  must 
labor  and  fight  not  so  much  for 
himself  as  for  others.  Baptism,  in 
a  manner  less  evident  to  profane 
eyes,  imposes  the  duty  of  the  apos- 
tolate since  through  it  we  become 
members  of  the  Church  or  of  the 
Mystic  Body  of  Christ,  and  among 
the  members  of  this  body  —  as  of 
any  organism  —  there  must  be 
solidarity  of  interests  and  recipro- 
cal communication  of  life.  One 
member  must  therefore  help  the 
other;  no  one  may  remain  inactive, 
and  as  each  receives  he  must  also 
give." 

— Catholic  Action. 


NEWMAN   IDEAL  OF  CATHOLIC 
LAYMAN. 

"I  want  a  laity,  not  arrogant,  not 
rash  in  speech,  not  disputatious, 
but  men  who  know  their  religion, 
who  enter  into  it,  who  know  just 
where  they  stand,  who  know  what 
they  hold,  and  what  they  do  not; 
who  know  their  creed  so  well  that 
they  can  give  an  account  of  it;  who 
know  so  much  of  history  that  they 
can  defend  it,"  said  Newman  in 
one  of  his  lectures.  "I  want  an  in- 
telligent, well-instructed  laity — I 
wish  you  to  enlarge  your  know- 
ledge, to  cultivate  your  reason,  to 
get  an  insight  into  the  relation  of 
truth  to  truth,  to  learn  to  view 
things  as  they  are,  to  understand 
how  Faith  and  Reason  stand  to 
each  other,  what  are  the  bases  and 
principles  of  Catholicism.  Ignor- 
ance is  the  root  of  littleness." 


GENEROSITY. 

Is  there  any  virtue  which  excites 
our  admiration  more  than  generos- 
ity? Belloc  says  that  the  reason 
we  all  admire  courage  is  because 
we  are  all  cowards  at  heart.  The 
same  may  be  said  of  generosity. 
Without  doubt  there  is  a  selfish 
streak  in  each  child  of  Adam,  and 
we  cannot  refuse  our  homage  to 
one  who  is  always  ready  to  give 
and  give  without  one  thought  of 
self-aggrandizement. 

We  must  not  forget,  however, 
that  generosity,  like  many  another 
virtue,  is  often  used  as  a  masquer- 
ade by  its  very  opposite  —  selfish- 
ness. For  instance,  we  cannot  in 
justice  be  generous  with  what  is 
not  ours  to  give.  This  is  occasion- 
ally true  of  a  person  who  may 
have  a  great  reputation  for  char- 
ity. She  gives  unstintedly  to  who- 
ever asks  and  her  name  is  lauded 
to  the  skies  as  a  generous  friend 
of  the  poor.  All  very  lovely  and  ad- 
mirable, but  when  one  discovers 
that  she  never  pays  her  bills,  that 
the  food  and  clothing  with  which 
she  is  so  lavish,  are  actually  com- 
ing from  the  butcher,  the  poor 
vegetable  man,  and  other  trades- 
men, one's  admiration  rapidly 
cools.  In  a  case  like  this  there  is 
no  generosity  —  nothing  but  sel- 
fishness in  disguise.  A  principle  to 
be  remembered  by  any  one  striv- 
ing for  this  beautiful  virtue  is  this: 
"You  cannot  be  generous  or  char- 
itable with  what  is  not  your  own. 
for  generosity  is  intrinsically  a  giv- 
ing of  self,  not  of  others." 

What  is  true  of  money  and  ma- 
terial is  also  true  of  time.  Often 
we  meet  a  person  who  will  take 
on  all  sorts  of  work,  which  she 
knows  she  cannot  do  and  has  no 
intention  of  doing.  But  she  loves 
to  hear  that  incense-laden  phrase: 
"How  generous!"  falling  constant- 
ly on  her  ears,  so  she  takes  on 
innumerable  tasks,  which  are 
promptly  passed  on  to  a  long- 
suffering,  mother,  sister,  brother,  or 
friend,  for  fulfilment.  But  when 
the  work  is  completed,  it  is  she 
who  gets  the  due  admiration.  "Oh, 
my  dear,  how  lovely  of  you."  "What 
a  comfort  to  meet  someone  who  is 
always  willing  to  help!"  "If  only 
there  were  more  generous  people 
like  you  in  the  world!"  and  so  on 
"ad  infin."  While  the  sister,  friend, 
or  mother,  who  has  really  been 
responsible,  remains  unnoticed  in 
the  background,  awaiting  recogni- 
tion in  the  unerring  light  of  etern- 
ity. 

In  judging  generosity  we  must 
also  take  into  consideration  a  per- 
son's natural  temperament.  Some 
natures  love  to  entertain  and  rush 
around  with  much  show  of  abun- 
dant activity,  always  contriving  to 
be  in  the  forefront  where  there  is 
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bustle  or  excitement.  Before  award- 
ing the  laurel  of  generoity  to 
these,  let  us  ask  ourselves:  "Is  this 
generosity,  or  a  mere  indulgence 
of  natural  inclination?"  There  are 
others  who  will  work  constantly 
and  even  self-sacrificingly  at  a 
work  in  which  they  excel  and 
which  brings  them  a  large  measure 
of  adulation,  but  ask  either  of 
these  types  to  do  something  hidden 
and  obscure,  or  to  engage  in  work 
for  which  they  have  no  aptitude, 
and  watch  their  generosity  shrivel 
into  pitiful  querulousness  and  dis- 
content. They  are  generous,  of 
course,  in  a  certain  sense,  for  all 
giving  of  oneself  may  be  called 
generosity,  but  before  claiming  this 
beautiful  virtue  or  awarding  it  un- 
reservedly to  another,  let  us  try 
the  acid  test:  "Are  we  generous 
only  with  our  own  time  and  posses- 
sions, since  we  have  no  jurisdiction 
over  what  belongs  to  another,  and 
are  we  really  generous  when  asked 
to  do  something  for  which  we  have 
a  natural  aversion? — Anon. 


THE  MISSIONARY  CODE. 

The  following  list  of  a  Crusader's 
"ten  commandments,"  with  an  ac- 
companying explanation,  won  a 
prize  for  Catherine  Ward  of  St. 
Rosalia  High  School,  Pittsburgh,  In 
an  essay  contest.  The  "command- 
ments" are  worthy  of  meditation. 
This  is  Miss  Ward's  enumeration: 

I.  Thou  shalt  help  the  missions 
because  it  was  the  Last  Will  and 
Testament  of  Our  Divine  Lord. 

II.  Thou  shalt  help  the  missions 
because  the  Church  has  done  so 
through  the  ages,  and  you  are  a 
member  of  this  Church. 

III.  Thou  shalt  help  the  missions 
because  it  is  the  most  ardent  wish 
of  Our  Holy  Father,  Christ's  Vicar 
on  earth. 

IV.  Thou  shalt  help  the  missions 
because  the  missionaries,  with  suf- 
ficient backing  by  the  folks  at 
home,  could  gather  an  endless  har- 
vest of  souls. 

V.  Thou  shalt  help  the  missions 
because  the  opportunities  existing 
to-day  in  the  mission  field  are 
greater  than  ever  before. 

VI.  Thou  shalt  help  the  mis- 
sions because  there  are  still  one 
billion  heathens  in  the  world,  nine- 
teen centuries  after  Christ  com- 
manded His  disciples  to  preach  the 
Gospel  to  every  nation. 

VII.  Thou  shalt  help  the  missions 
because  your  ancestors  were  once 
heathens,  and  they  were  converted 
by  others  who  helped  the  missions. 

VIII.  Thou  shalt  help  the  mis- 
sions because  your  love  for  your 
Holy  Faith  will  increase  in  propor- 
tion to  your  work  for  its  propaga- 
tion. 

IX.  Thou  shalt  help  the  mis- 


sions because  you  are  a  Catholic 
and  should  appreciate  this  great 
grace  sufficiently  to  help  in  the  con- 
version of  those  who  are  yet  sitting 
in  the  night  of  heathenism. 

X.  Thou  shalt  help  the  missions 
because,  if  all  Catholics  would  do 
their  share,  there  would  no  longer 
be  a  "Mission  Question." 


A  COURAGEOUS  NEWSPAPER. 

Again  and  again,  we  are  prompt- 
ed to  admire  our  esteemed  contem- 
porary, the  Catholic  Daily  Tribune. 
With  its  back  to  the  wall,  in  the 
face  of  the  cruelest  disappoint- 
ments, in  the  face  of  the  greatest 
difficulties,  this  gallant  newspaper 
has  been  fighting  a  glorious  battle 
for  a  glorious  cause.  It  carries 
very  little  advertising  matter,  the 
expenses  of  publication  are  enor- 
mous, and  yet  its  subscription  price 
is  extremely  low.  This  means  quite 
a  sacrifice  on  the  part  of  the  man- 
agement of  the  Catholic  Daily  Tri- 
bune. But  it  seems  that  they  are 
willing  to  do  anything  to  promote 
the  cause  of  an  English  Catholic 
daily.  It  is  the  only  one  on  the 
North  American  continent.  If, 
finally,  despite  their  gallant  efforts, 
the  management  will  be  forced  to 
discontinue  publication  it  will  not 
be  due  to  any  fault  of  theirs  but  to 
the  apathy  of  the  Catholic  reading 
public  of  our  continent.  Those  in 
charge  of  the  Catholic  Daily  Tri- 
bune are  doing  their  share.  It  re- 
mains for  us  to  do  ours! — Ed.  The 
Prairie  Messenger,  Muenster,  Can- 
ada. 


THE  RACIAL  COMPOSITION  OF 
THE  CHURCH  IN  CANADA 

According  to  the  last  official  Do- 
minion census  of  1931,  there  were 
then  4,285,388  Catholics  in  Canada 
in  a  total  population  of  10,376,786, 
or  about  4  2  per  cent.  This  number 
was  made  up  of  various  nationali- 
ties as  follows: 


French   Canadian.  .  .  2,849,096 

English    177,634 

Irish    384,748 

Scotch    126,486 

British    691,459 

German    107,930 

Ukrainian    156,315 

Polish    124,252 

Hebrew    292 

Norwegian    2,094 

Swede   1,911 

Dutch    8,892 
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Ways  in  Which  You  Can 
Work  for  the 

s  alvation 

Of 

Souls 

1.  Renew  your  subscription  to 
the  "Field  at  Home."  Every 
$1.00  helps. 

2.  Send  us  stamps  for  the  mail- 
ing of  religious  instruction  to 
poor  children  in  isolated  dis- 
tricts. 

3.  Collect  holy  pictures,  medals, 
rosaries,  prayer  books  and 
New  Testaments  for  distribu- 
tion among  our  Catholic  peo- 
ple in  the  Far  West. 

4.  Keep  a  sanctuary  light  burn- 
ing in  one  of  our  missions. 

5.  Donate  linens,  or  hospital 
supplies  to  our  little  hospit- 
als in  the  West. 

6.  Provide  a  white  dress  and 
veil  for  the  use  of  chil- 
dren prepared  for  First  Com- 
munion during  catechetical 
tours.  Often  these  little  ones 
have  nothing  appropriate  to 
wear  on  this  "Big  Day"  of 
their  lives. 

7.  Resolve  to  pray  EVERY  DAY 
for  the  missions. 

8.  Adopt  a  Catholic  family  to 
whom  you  will  remail  Catho- 
lic literature.  In  this  way 
you  will  be  participating  in 
the  Apostolate  of  the  Press. 
Our  Sisters  in  Regina  will 
gladly  supply  names  and  ad- 
dresses of  families  who  will 
be  most  grateful  for  your  Ca- 
tholic magazines  and  papers 
after  you  have  read  them.  The 
address  is:  2220  Cameron 
St.,  Regina,  Sask. 


WHEN  SELF  IS  AT  THE  HELM  GOD  CANNOT  USE  THE  SHIP. 
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ave  come  to  serve 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


RETREAT 

Our  mid-winter  Retreat  this 
year  was  preached  by  Reverend 
Father  Lally,  S.J.  For  eight 
days  thirty-seven  of  our  Sisters, 
including  novices  and  postu- 
lants, had  the  opportunity  of 
laying  aside  earthly  cares  and 
anxieties  to  sit,  like  Mary,  at  the 
Feet  of  the  Master. 

At  the  opening  of  the  Re- 
treat, on  the  evening  of  Jan- 
uary 24th,  Father  Lally  secured 
the  interest  of  the  Retreatants 
by  asking  and  answering  for 
them  three  questions: 

"WHAT  is  a  Retreat?  (A  Re- 
treat is  a  going  aside  for  a  little 
while  with  Jesus.  It  is  also  a 
spiritual  stock-taking.) 

WHY  do  we  make  a  Retreat? 
(We  make  a  Retreat  to  discover 
the  state  of  our  souls  in  God's 
sight,  to  root  out  our  imperfect- 
ions, to  realize  our  responsibili- 
ties to  God,  the  Church  and  our 
Community.) 

HOW  should  we  make  a  Re- 
treat?   (We   should   make  the 


Retreat  with  recollect- 
ion ;  if  there  is  noise  and 
tumult  in  the  soul  we 
cannot  hear  the  still, 
small     Voice     of  the 
Master.  We  should  make  it  with 
generosity.  Out  of  365  days  God 
asks  us  for  eight ;  we  should  give 
them  to  Him  unreservedly.) 

All  these  points  were  enlarged 
and  emphasized  in  a  manner  that 
made  a  lasting  impression  on  the 
minds  and  hearts  of  the  listen- 
ers. 

THE   FIRST  PROMISE. 

The  Retreat  closed  on  the 
evening  of  February  1st,  and  on 
the  following  morning,  the  Feast 
of  the  Purification,  a  profession 
ceremony  took  place  in  the  Nov- 
itiate chapel.  The  Feast  Day 
Mass  was  celebrated  by  Rev. 
Father  Fuller,  C.SS.R,,  Redemp- 
torist  Provincial,  who  also  re- 
ceived the  vows  of  the  Sisters. 

At  the  end  of  the  Last  Gospel 
four  novices,  kneeling  in  turn  at 
the  foot  of  the  tastefully  decor- 
ated altar,  pronounced  their 
first  vows.  There  is  always  some- 
thing indescribably  thrilling  in 
this  pledging  of  young  hearts  to 
Love  Eternal.  Those  privileged 
to  witness  or  take  part  in  this 
beautiful  ceremony  have  always 
a  precious  memory  of 

Red  roses,  symbol  of  Love's  fire, 
White  lilies,  badge  of  purity; 

Soft  lights  aglow  on  altar  fair. 
Hearts  hushed  in  Love's  expec- 
tancy ; 


Sweet   music,   shrining   words  of 
prayer, 

"Receive,  dear  Lord,  all  that  is 
mine — " 

"Vows  breathed  by  lips  all  tremu- 
lous 

With  very  strength   of  Love 
Divine!" 

The  Sisters  making  first  pro- 
fession were:  Sister  Celestine 
Reinhardt,  Lajord,  Sask. ;  Sister 
Mary  Jackson,  Dartmouth,  N.S. : 
Sister  Martha  Knechtel,  Edmon- 
ton, Alta. ;  and  Sister  Anna 
Cough! in,  Windsor,  Out. 

FINAL  CONSECRATION. 

At  the  foot  of  the  altar,  Sis- 
ter Florence  MacNeil,  of  Castle 
Bay,  N.S.,  then  made  perpetual 
vows,  receiving  a  plain  silver 
ring  in  token  of  her  final 
consecration  to  the  love  and 
service  of  Christ.  If  the  cere- 
mony of  First  Profession  is 
inspiring,  a  Final  Profession 
is  even  more  solemnly  impres- 
sive with  its  sense  of  final 
(shall  we  say  eternal?)  ratifica- 
tion of  the  first  promise  given 
years  before. 

We  offer  our  congratulations 
to  Sister  MacNeil,  to  the  four 
sisters  who  made  their  first  vows, 
and  to  the  five  postulants  who 
had  the  privilege  of  receiving 
the  habit  on  the  eve  of  this 
beautiful  Feast.  May  the  Master 
Who  has  chosen  them  for  His 
own  be  the  Life  of  their  soul, 
the  Love  of  their  heart  until, 
earth's  exile  o'er,  they  "attain 
everlasting  happiness  in  the 
glorv  of  the  Beatific  Vision. 


THINK  ALL  YOU  SPEAK,  HIT  DO  NOT  SPEAK  ALL  YOU  THINK. 


Our  Newest  Mission  in  Rural  Manitoba 


TWO  ROOMS  FOR  TWO  SISTERS 

HTIIE  opening  of  a  new  mission  at  Berlo  was 
rather  unexpected,  and  yet  there  was  an  in- 
evitableness  about  it,  too.  It  happened  this  way. 
The  sisters  have  been  labouring  (and  "labour- 
ing" is  to  be  taken  as  meaning  anything  from 
moving  the  henhouse  to  leading  the  prayers  in 
church  when  the  pastor  has  laryngitis)  in  Camp 
Morton  for  the  past  twelve  years,  and  whilst 
trying  to  be  all  things  to  all  men,  they  did  not 
confine  their  endeavours  to  the  boundaries  of  this 
district,  but  went  farther  afield  to  teach  catechism 
and  to  nurse  the  sick,  until  they  were  in  contact 
with  settlements  within  a  radius  of  forty  miles. 
"What  more  natural,  then,  that  Berlo  school,  just 
six  miles  away,  and  lacking  a  teacher,  should  be 
offered  to  them  by  the  grateful  people  there,  and 
what  more  natural  than  that  the  sisters  should 
gladly  accept  this  opportunity  of  coming  into 
closer  contact  with  these  souls! 

The  school  is  old,  but  so  far  hasn't  had  the 
grace  to  collapse.  It  is  with  the  keenest  regret 
that  one  recalls  the  fact  that  arson  is  against  both 
the  moral  and  the  civil  law.  Old  age  is  honour- 
able, to  be  trite,  and  perhaps  if  the  edifice  were 
built  on  the  plan  of  Westminster  Abbey,  one 
would  not  wail  about  its  antiquity,  but,  alas, 
it  is  disintegrating  to  such  a  degree  that  when 
the  wind  is  strong  and  the  season  is  winter, 
drifts  of  snow  come  in  through  its  cracks.  Most 
teachers  find  this  objectionable;  but  until  the 
fire  insurance  is  forthcoming,  the  winter  wind, 
which,  withal,  is  "not  so  unkind  as  man's  in- 
gratitude" will  continue  to  push  itself  into  the 
realms  of  learning.  There  is  a  stove,  of  course, 
but  it  does  not  heat  up  as  it  did  in  its  youth, 


and  perhaps  it  is  a  bit  discouraged,  too,  for  the 
thermometer  in  the  classroom  habitually  registers 
zero  at  the  hour  when  the  fire  is  first  lighted. 

During  the  morning  the  children  sit  around 
the  stove  on  pieces  of  cord  wood,  trying  to  do 
their  arithmetic  while  thawing  out  brittle  fingers 
and  frozen  toes.  They  are  chilled  to  the  bone 
when  they  reach  school  and  thus  they  remain 
until  dinner  time.  No  one  goes  out  to  recess. 
The  joyful  exhilaration  of  glistening  snow  and 
frosty  air  can  be  experienced  only  when  the  body 
is  aglow  with  animal  warmth.  Otherwise  a 
Western  winter  is  a  species  of  torture. 

When  morning  has  dragged  into  noon,  spirits 
begin  to  revive.  Perhaps  the  fact  that  two  boys 
have  gone  to  the  cottage  to  get  the  big  pot  of 
soup  sister  has  prepared  for  them  may  have 
effected  this  change  of  mood.  At  any  rate, 
scarcely  has  the  last  spoonful  of  soup  been  con- 
sumed than  a  general  exodus  to  the  playground 
takes  place.    There,  amid  shrieks  of  merriment, 


The  Teach erage — Two  Rooms  for  Two  Sisters 


WE  ARE  PILGRIMS  ON  THIS  EARTH,  IV OT  TOURISTS. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


Enjoying  the  Snow  Slide 

you  will  see  dozens  of  figures  flying  down  the 
snow  slide  on  various  portions  of  their  anatomy 
with  no  more  concern  for  the  bodily  structure 
than  if  they  were  prodvicts  of  a  rubber  tire  fac- 
tory. 

The  small  pale  structure  near  the  school  would 
catch  your  eye  if  you  were  passing  in  that  direc- 
tion, and  perhaps  cause  you  to  exclaim,  "What 
is  that  place  used  for?"  Someone  would  be  sure 
to  inform  you  that  "that  place"  is  the  teacherage. 
The  children  used  to  call  it  the  "teacher's  shack." 
The  name  was  apt,  but  the  present  occupant  of 
the  chair  of  learning  objected  to  too  much  realism 
in  speech  and  the  name  was  changed  to  the  less 
descriptive  "teacher's  cottage." 

The  cottage  has  two  rooms,  and,  as  one  of  the 
school  children  remarked,  "Two  rooms  should  be 
enough  for  two  sisters;  many  families  of  seven 
and  eight  have  no  more."  This  statement  startled 
us  (the  two  sisters)  into  re- 
flection. Two  rooms  should 
be  enough  for  two  sisters. 
Did  not  a  saintly  gentle- 
man, Simon  Stylites  by 
name,  do  with  much  less, 
very  much  less,  and  man- 
age to  reach  his  lofty  ob- 
jective—Heaven. So  unim- 
aginative Reason  maintains 
that  two  rooms  should  be 
enough ;  but  hoary  old  Ex- 
perience says  three  would  be 
much  better. 

However,  living  in  the 
"cosy"  or  "smothering" 
(as  you  will)  confines  of  a 
tiny  cottage  gives  us  an  ad- 
vantage that  more  comfor- 
table quarters  could  never 


provide.  We  are  not  only  as  poor  as 
the  settlers,  we  are  poorer  than  some, 
and  thus  we  can  appreciate  by  ex- 
perience, just  what  they  are  forced  to 
endure.  On  very  cold  nights  they 
have  to  get  up  several  times  to  throw 
wood  in  the  box  stove ;  so  do  we.  In 
the  mornings  they  break  through  an 
inch  or  so  of  ice  to  get  water;  so  do 
we.  Should  any  of  them,  or  either  of 
us,  become  ill,  the  nearest  doctor  who 
could  be  called  is  fourteen  miles  away, 
the  nearest  priest  six  miles  away. 
There  are  no  telephones  in  the  settle- 
ment and  the  road  is  not  open  to  cars 
in  winter.  It  is  obvious  that  the  ener- 
vating comforts  of  modern  civilization 
have  not  yet  invaded  this  district. 

Many  of  the  houses  are  made  of 
logs  and  have  thatched  roofs.  A 
coat  of  lime  every  spring  and  fall 
gives  them  a  dazzling  white  finish  which  accentu- 
ates their  quaintness  and  their  remarkable  re- 
semblance to  the  houses  illustrated  in  Grimm's 
fairy  tales.  Bake  ovens  made  of  clay  stand  be- 
side every  home.  On  frosty  mornings  curls  of 
white  smoke  can  be  seen  rising  from  them  here 
and  there  as  busy  housewives  prepare  to  bake 
the  week's  supply  of  bread. 

And  now,  what  more  remains  to  be  said? 
You  have  become  acquainted  with  the  hardships, 
the  architecture  and  the  cookery  of  Berlo,  and 
perhaps  have  been  led  astray  into  thinking  that 
living  in  such  surroundings  must  be  too  trying 
for  human  nature  to  endure.  Ah,  you  haven't 
been  introduced  to  the  compensations  yet — thirty- 
one  of  them— which  make  all  the  little  unpleasant- 
nesses connected  with  the  life  seem  as  nothing. 
Meet  the  children— God  bless  them!  But  they  are 
another  storv.  S.O.S. 


A    Group    of    the  "Compensations" 


IT  ISN'T  ENOUGH  NOT  TO  MEAN  TO,  WE  MUST  MEAN  NOT  TO. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 
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AN  OLD  AGE  PENSION 


TWICE  a  week  I  visit  the  "Old  Folks' 
Home."  During  one  of  these  visits  I  met 
Mr.  Ell,  sitting  on  a  chair  beside  his  bed, 
day-dreaming  of  the  past  and  future.  The  other 
men  in  the  room  were  in  groups  talking  to  each 
other,  so  I  had  no  difficulty  in  getting  acquaint- 
ed with  Mr.  Ell.  He  was  longing  to  pour  out  his 
joys  and  sorrows.  1  listened  in  silence  to  the 
long  life  story. 

A  pioneer  of  the  West — (no  mention  of  re- 
ligion)— he  was  trying  to  get  an  old  age  pension 
and  had  searched  everywhere  for  the  required 
baptismal  certificate.  "What  a  surprise  I  had, 
lady,  when  I  found  my  certificate  in  St.  Mary's 
Roman  Catholic  Church,"  said  he.  "How  I  wish 
I  were  out  of  this  place." 

"I  shall  pray  for  that  intention,"  I  assured 
him.  "Have  you  any  children,  .Mr.  Ell?" 

"Yes,  I  have  a  number  who  are  married  and 
living  in  this  city." 

Before  leaving  I  gave  him  a  medal  of  Our 
Lady  and  promised  to  bring  him  a  rosary  in  a 
day  or  so. 

A  few  days  later  I  returned  to  the  "Home." 
Mr.  Ell  was  glad  to  see  me,  yet  there  was  some- 
thing bitter  in  the  tone  of  his  greeting. 

"You  are  not  feeling  so  well  today,"  I  said, 
just  to  break  the  ice. 

"You  know  the  medal  you  gave  me  the  other 
day,"  said  Mr.  Ell,  "well,  it  has  bothered  my 
conscience  ever  since.  You  seem  to  think  that  I 
am  a  Catholic,  but  I  am  not.  Take  the  medal  and 
give  it  to  someone  else,  there  are  plenty  of  Catho- 
lic men  in  this  room  that  would  be  glad  to  have 
it." 

"Dear  Mother  of  Perpetual  Help,  save  him," 
I  whispered,  inaudibly,  of  course.  Our  Mother 
was  ready,  as  ever,  with  her  perpetual  succour, 
and  before  I  left  him  Mr.  Ell  not  only  agreed 
to  keep  the  medal,  but  also  accepted  the  Rosary 
and  promised  to  take  instructions. 

Mr.  Ell  took  great  interest  in  the  Faith  of  his 
baptism.  He  told  his  children  that  a  Sister  of 
Service  was  visiting  twice  a  week  and  giving 
him  instructions. 

A  cross  was  in  store  for  us.  Mrs.  Birown  (a 
daughter  of  Mr.  Ell)  took  him  out  of  the  home 
without  notice.  When  I  arrived  at  the  Home,  the 
Matron  informed  me  that  Mr.  Ell  had  left  half 
an  hour  ago.  This  called  for  a  little  follow-up 
work  on  my  part,  but  it  was  not  long  before  I 
found  the  old  gentleman. 

"Glad  to  see  you  out  of  the  Home,  Mr.  Ell," 
I  'remarked  after  locating  him. 

"Sister,  my  daughter  heard  you  were  visit- 

CONCENTRATION  IS  THE 


ing  me  and  giving  me  instructions  so  she  took 
me  out.  You  better  ask  her  if  I  may  continue ; 
she  lives  a  few  doors  down  this  way." 

Mrs.  Brown  did  not  like  the  idea,  but  after 
some  persuasion  gave  her  permission.  On  my 
way  home  I  passed  by  Mr.  Ell  sitting  on  the 
porch — he  was  delighted  to  hear  the  good  news. 

A  few  weeks  later  Mrs.  Scott  (another 
(laughter  of  Mr.  Ell)  took  him  to  her  home.  Her 
permission  for  Mr.  Ell's  instructions  was  much 
harder  to  obtain,  but  she  finally  gave  it  and  be- 
came very  friendly  towards  the  Sisters. 

It  was  in  this  home  that  Mr.  Ell  made  his 
First  Communion  at  the  age  of  83.  Mrs.  Scott 
prepared  the  communion  table  and  lit  the 
candles  before  the  priest  arrived  with  the  Bless- 
ed Sacrament. 

Mrs.  Scott  told  me  all  about  the  priest's  visit 
and  the  hapiness  of  her  father  after  receiving 
our  dear  Lord  for  the  first  time.  My  only  regret 
was  that  I  was  not  able  to  be  there  for  the  happy 
occasion. 

Mr.  Ell  asked  to  be  taken  back  to  the  "Old 
Folks'  Home."  He  died  shortly  after,  with  a 
priest  at  his  side.  "May  he  rest  in  peace!" 

He  sought  for  an  old  age  pension  and  found 
it — Heaven.  S.O.S. 


OUR  EASTER  WISHES. 

God  give  you  Joy  this  Easter  Day, 
To  bide  with  you  along  life's  way; 
And  fill  your  heart  with  light  and  cheer, 
As  you  pass  on  from  year  to  year. 

God  give  you  Peace  this  Easter  Day, 
The  peace  that  none  can  take  away ; 
'Twill  turn  life's  gray  to  richest  gold, 
And  bring  you  blessings  manifold. 

God  give  you  Love  this  Easter  Day, 
And  may  it  ever  with  you  stay. 
To  guide,  to  comfort  and  to  bless 
Your  heart  and  home  with  happiness. 


SECRET  OF  STRENGTH. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


After  Many  Days 

""THREE  years  ago  the  Sister  of  Service  engaged 
in  port  work  in  Montreal,  welcomed  two  lit- 
tle Hungarian  children,  who  had  crossed  the 
ocean  all  alone,  and  were  on  the  way  to  their 
parents,  who  had  settled  in  Saskatchewan. 

As  it  was  a  Sunday  morning  and  there  were 
not  many  European  passengers  in  need  of  atten- 
tion, Sister  decided  to  take  the  little  ones  to  our 
hostel  for  the  day;  otherwise  they  would  have 
had  to  remain  at  the  station  until  their  train 
left  late  that  evening.  The  girl  was  eight  years 
old  and  the  boy  about  six.  They  had  no  money 
and  their  baggage  consisted  of  a  small  suitcase, 
which  easily  held  their  few  earthly  possessions. 

After  they  had  been  given  a  substantial  break- 
fast, they  were  taken  to  Mass.  In  the  afternoon, 
thinking  it  would  be  a  pleasure  for  the  little 
ones  to  speak  to  the  Hungarian  Sisters  of  Social 
Service,  Sister  called  them  on  the  phone  and, 
having  established  connection,  gave  the  receiver 
to  the  little  girl.  An  amusing  scene  followed. 
Evidently  the  child  had  never  used  a  phone  and 
did  not  know  what  to  make  of  it  all.  She  put 
the  receiver  to  her  ear,  but  could  not  manage 
to  hear  very  much.  Every  now  and  then  she 
would  catch  a  word,  and  then  there  would  be 
peals  of  laughter  from  both  children.  The  boy 
thought  he  must  be  missing  something,  so  he  put 
his  ear  tight  to  the  girl's  ear  which  was  farthest 
from  the  receiver,  seemingly  under  the  illusion 
that  the  sounds  coming  from  the  queer-looking 
machine  would  reach  him  through  his  sister's 
head.  How  they  enjoyed  it!  And  the  Sisters 
had  a  good  laugh  watching  them. 

After  supper  the  children  assisted  devoutly  at 
Benediction.  A  lunch  was  then  prepared  for 
them,  and  they  were  taken  to  the  station,  where 
they  were  put  on  the  train  in  care  of  the  con- 
ductor. 

"Weeks,  months,  and  years  passed,  and  the 
incident  faded  from  the  minds  of  the  Sisters. 
But  one  never  knows  how  kindness  is  treasured 
in  the  heart,  even  by  little  ones  who  would  seem 
almost  too  young  for  a  sense  of  appreciation.  A 
few  weeks  ago  the  mail  man  brought  an  unex- 
pected letter  to  our  Montreal  mission.  Tt  con- 
tained the  following  message  from  the  children 
befriended  years  before: 

Taylorton,  Sask. 

Dear  Sisters: 

How  are  you?  We  were  wanting  to  write  and  tried 
to  find  you.  Then  I  remembered  that  we  had  a 
holy  picture  given  to  us  with  your  address  on  it. 
Maybe  you  are  not  on  the  same  place,  but  we  hope 
to  find  you.  I  am  very  delighted  to  write  to  you.  I 
am  sure  you  will  be  glad  to  hear  from  us.  We  are 
the  2,  a  boy  and  a  girl.  Do  you  think  you  can  re- 
member us?  Our  names  are  Gizella  Lenart  and  Joe 
Lenart.     Remember  we  had   a   few  meals  at  your 

words   TOUCH   THE   HEART  SOMETIMES; 


place.  Remember  that  I,  the  girl,  phoned  to  some- 
one and  told  them  we  were  from  Czechoslovakia, 
and  we  also  went  to  a  service  in  Montreal  with  the 
Sisters.  We  live  in  Taylorton  now.  I  am  in  Grade 
6,  my  brother  is  in  Grade  3.  We  were  very  glad  to 
meet  our  father  and  mother  at  the  station  three  years 
ago.  Next  time  I  will  write  more.  I  hope  to  find 
you.  Please  write  as  soon  as  you  can.  Good-bye. 
God  bless  you ! 

Your  lost  friend, 

GIZELLA  LENART. 

Sister,  of  course,  answered  this  letter  imme- 
diately, with  the  result  that  Gizella  and  her  bro- 
ther are  now  receiving  lessons  in  religion  from 
our  correspondence  centre  in  Regina.  This  in- 
teresting incident  is  just  another  proof  of  the 
spiritual  importance  of  having  a  Sister  of  Ser- 
vice meet  Catholic  immigrants  at  the  ports.  We 
are  convinced  that  this  valuable  contact  is  often 
the  means  of  keeping  these  European  settlers 
in  touch  with  the  Church  of  their  Baptism. 

S.O.S. 


A  PATIENT'S  TRIBUTE 

The  following  verses  were  written  by  one  of 
Hie  patients  in  our  hospital  at  Edson.  They  are 
the  spontaneous  expression  of  sincere  apprecia- 
tion from  a  grateful  heart. 

THEY  consecrate  their  lives  to  us, 
The  suff'ring,  needing  care, 
They  never  fret  nor  fume  nor  fuss. 
Their  lives  are  rich  and  rare. 

Their  pace  is  filled  with  holy  joy, 
It  permeates  each  heart, 
Their  pleasures  are  without  alloy, 
For  they'Te  of  God  a  part. 

Each  Bride  of  Christ  attends  each  day 
The  Mass,  her  God  to  meet. 
No  wonder  they  are  bright  and  gay, 
And  have  such  tireless  feet. 

In  serving  us  they  serve  their  Lord, 
Each  task  is  done  for  Him, 
All  work  together  in  accord. 
Their  Faith  is  never  dim. 

We  humbly  thank  our  gracious  God 
For  holy  lives  like  these, 
That  as  we  on  our  journey  plod 
They  bring  us  to  our  knees, 

To  thank  Him  once  more  for  His  love. 
To  ask  that  we  may  share 
In  some  small  measure  Things  above — 
The  Things  for  which  thcii  care. 

Dear  Lord,  we  ask  for  open  minds 
Amongst   the   patients  here, 
That  they  may  feel  the  love  that  binds 
Behind  the  smiles  that  cheer. 

Florence  Rear. 
EXAMPLE  ALWAYS  CARRIES  CONVICTION. 
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THEY  DO  THEIR  BEST— WILL  YOU  HELP 
DO  THE  REST? 

COWING  to  financial  stress,  last  Fall  our  Sisters 
in  Regina  were  constrained  to  send  an  appeal 
to  the  parents  of  the  many  children  to  whom 
lessons  in  religion  are  being  mailed,  asking  that, 
if  it  were  at  all  possible,  they  would  try  to  do- 
nate something  towards  the  continuance  of  the 
good  work. 

We  are  printing  a  few  of  the  answers  re- 
ceived, as  Ave  believe  they  are  indicative  of  a 
general  appreciation  and  desire  to  help.  These 
poor  people  give  what  they  can — and  practical  ly 
all  their  donations  are  real  sacrifices — but  so 
many  of  them  are  not  in  a  position  to  give  any- 
thing. This  is  why  we  must  depend  almost  en- 
tirely on  the  generosity  of  zealous  Eastern  Ca- 
tholics to  assist  us  in  planting  seeds  of  Faith  in 
the  hearts  of  our  Western  children. 

Bressaylor,  Sask. 

Dear  Friends: 

I  wish  to  thank  you  for  your  interest  in  our  chil- 
dren and  we  certainly  appreciate  it,  as  we  are  far 
from  church  and  the  catechism  is  a  great  help.  I 
am  sorry  to  say  I  cannot  donate  much  to  your  good 
work,  as  our  crop  and  garden  have  all  been  des- 
troyed by  hail  this  year  and  money  is  very  scarce. 
If  I  could  I  would  gladly  give  more,  but  this  small 
amount  ($1.00)  is  sent  in  earnest  appreciation. 

We  would  like  you  to  send  the  lessons  to  Angela 
also.  She  is  nine  years  old  and  made  her  First  Com- 
munion this  spring.  Is  she  old  enough,  do  you 
think? 

Thanking  you  again,  and  hoping  you  will  under- 
stand, I  am, 

B   Z  

(Father  of  family). 


Southey,  Sask. 

Dear  Sisters: 

I  am  sending  a  small  offering  of  $2.00  for  tlie 
good  work  you  are  doing  for  our  children.  I  enclose 
10c.  for  a  booklet.  "The  Truth  About  Catholics." 
Dear  Sisters,  we  are  thanking  you  for  the  lessons, 
papers  and  pictures  you  are  sending  us.  I  myself 
am  interested  and  look  over  every  lesson  which  I 
have  never  learned  before.    I  am  your  sincere  friend, 

Mrs.  M. 


Illerbrun,  Sask. 

Dear  Sisters: 

I  have  another  little  boy  to  start  in  catechism. 
He  has  not  had  any  training  yet  at  church,  but  he  is 
so  anxious  to  start.  He  is  so  fond  of  the  little  pic- 
tures the  rest  have  been  getting.  We  are  sending 
$2.00  to  help  pay  postage. 

I  am  pleased  the  way  they  are  progressing,  es- 
pecially as  I  am  a  convert  and  it  is  hard  for  me.  I 
would  like  to  get  some  good  reading  for  myself. 
What  books  would  you  suggest?    Thank  you. 

Mrs.  J. 


Vanscoy,  Sask. 

Dear  Sisters  of  Service: 

Am  in  receipt  of  your  recent  letter  and  would 
certainly  like  to  have  my  children  enrolled  for  les- 
sons again  this  winter.  Wish  we  were  closer  to 
Regina,  as  we  could  easily  give  you  some  vegetables 


this  year;  we  have  plenty  and  no  sale  for  them,  but 
don't  believe  it  would  pay  to  ship  them  from  here 
as  the  freight  would  be  more  than  they  are  worth. 

Will  enclose. $1.00,  as  that  is  all  we  can  possibly 
spare,  as  I  have  been  unable  to  work  for  eight  years 
and  the  children  are  doing  the  best  they  can  to 
carry  on. 

Mr.  G.  E. 


Illerbrun,  Sask. 

Dear  Sisters: 

I  am  enclosing  fifty  cents  to  help  pay  postage  on 
the  children's  lessons.  Our  crop  wasn't  very  good 
and  we  didn't  get  threshed  before  the  rain.  So  wnen 
expenses  are  paid,  there's  not  much  left. 

But  hoping  this  will  help  out  some.  We  hope 
for  better  returns  next  year. 

Mrs.  V.  C. 


PRIZE  WINNING  ESSAY. 

■"THE  Christmastide  Contest  arranged  for  the 
children  taking  our  G  orespondence  Course  in 
Religion  from  Regina  had  gratifying  results.  The 
whole-hearted  interest  of  the  pupils  was  indicated 
by  the  large  number  of  contestants,  and  it  was 
a  hard  task  to  decide  the  momentous  question : 
"Who  deserves  a  prize?"  After  reading  over 
hundreds  of  papers  the  judge  finally  awarded  the 
first  senior  prize  to  Antoinette  Bugiera,  of  Rama, 
Sask.;  while  the  junior  first  prize  was  won  by  a 
young  man  of  six — Harvey  Lavigne,  of  Vawn, 
Sask. 

We  take  pleasure  in  printing  the  prize-win- 
ning essay  by  Antoinette  Bugiera: 

(The  contestants  were  required  to  imagine  they 
were  with  the  shepherds  on  Christmas  Night  and 
to  tell  the  story  in  their  own  words). 

At  the  Manger. 

"Mother,"  I  called,  as  I  ran  into  the  kitchen, 
quite  out  of  breath,  "I  have  such  good  news  for 
you!" 

"Why,  what  is  it?    Do  tell  me!" 

"Oh,  I  do  not  even  know  how  or  where  to  begin. 
But  I  am  the  luckiest  boy  to-day,  for  I  saw  Little 
Jesus,  our  Saviour,  for  whom  we  have  all  been  wait- 
ing so  long." 

"Child,  you  do  not  know  what  you  are  talking 
about.     How,  when  and  where?" 

"It  was  like  this,  mother.  We  were  tending  our 
sheep,  when  all  at  once  we  saw  a  bright  light  in 
the  sky,  and  heard  distant  singing  like  angels  from 
heaven.  We  were  very  much  afraid,  then  from  out 
the  light  an  angel  appeared  and  said  to  us:  'Fear 
not,  for  behold  I  bring  you  good  tidings  of  great 
joy.  Jesus,  your  Saviour,  is  born  in  the  City  of 
Bethlehem,  in  a  stable,  and  this  shall  be  the  sign. 
He  is  wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes  and  laid  in  a 
manger.'  So  we  hurried  to  Bethlehem,  and  there 
we  found  Joseph  and  the  Blessed  Virgin  with  the 
little  Jesus  lying  in  a  manger,  with  nothing  to  warm 
Him  but  the  breath  of  an  ass  and  ox.  He  must  have 
been  cold,  yet  He  did  not  cry.  He  only  stretched 
out  his  little  hands  to  us,  as  if  to  say,  'Come  with 
Me  and  you  will  find  comfort.'  We  fell  on  our 
knees  and  adored,  and  then  thanked  Him  for  com- 
ing to  save  our  souls.  Then  we  hastened  home  to 
tell  all  the  good  news." 


MAKE  EVERY  MINUTE  YIELD  ITS  MAXIMUM  OF  ETERNITY. 
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A  FIELD  FOR  WORK  AND  PRAYERS. 

IN"  THE  far  reaches  of  the  Alberta  Province,  a 
zealous  Oblate  missionary  priest  has  been 
labouring  for  long  years  to  spread  and  pre- 
serve the  Faith  among  the  half-breeds  that  com- 
prise his  wide-spread  mission  parish.  Through 
the  pages  of  the  "Field  at  Home,  Father  X.  (as 
we  shall  call  him)  has  always  followed  the  work 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service  with  much  interest,  and 
we  consider  him  one  of  our  most  valued  friends. 

Father's  mission  is  so  poor  he  cannot  afford 
to  send  a  subscription  to  the  magazine,  but  with 
the  ingenuity  of  genuine  zeal,  he  has  found  a 
way  out  of  this  difficulty.  Every  year  he  sends 
us  a  little  letter,  offering  to  say  a  Mass  for  us 


Seven-year-old  Half-breed   Triplets,  Eleanor. 
Jane  and  Jessie 


and  our  work  on  any  day  we  may  select.  This 
year  the  Mass  was  offered  on  the  Feast  of  St. 
Mathias.  Could  there  be  a  better-paid  subscrip- 
tion? We  think  not. 

The  picture  above  shows  three  children  of 
Father's  half-breed  flock.  Poorly  dressed,  are 
they  not?  These  little  ones  are  typical  of  the 
poverty  and  distress  of  the  parish.  It  is  Father's 
dream  that  some  day  the  Sisters  of  Service  will 
be  at  work  among  his  people,  teaching  the  chil- 
dren and  helping  to  advance  the  spiritual  and 
material  welfare  of  the  mission.  We  ask  the 
prayers  of  our  readers  that  the  dream  may  be- 
come reality. 


APPRECIATION 

The  following  extract  is  taken  from  a  Van- 
couuver  City  Government  Report : 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  received  a  num- 
ber of  our  wards  into  their  boarding-home,  have 
found  work  for  them,  and  have  given  them 
kindly  care  and  happy  social  life  while  they 
were  employed,  and  have  taken  them  back  into 
care  if,  for  any  reason,  they  lost  their  positions." 

LOGIC  AND  REASON  ARE  PERHAPS  THE 


A   NOTABLE  ACHIEVEMENT 

Out-Patient  Department  of  St.  Boniface  Hospital 

SOME  weeks  ago  we  received  an  interesting 
pamphlet  from  the  Grey  Nuns  of  St.  Boni- 
face Hospital,  Manitoba,  telling  of  the  pro- 
posed opening  of  an  Out-Patient  Department  in 
the  early  part  of  1939. 

This  event  marks  another  milestone  of 
achievement  in  the  annals  of  public  service  ren- 
dered by  the  Grey  Nuns  to  the  people  of  Mani- 
toba. It  is  also  a  memorial,  marking  the  200th 
anniversary  of  the  ideals  and  activities  initiated 
by  that  Canadian  pioneer  of  social  service,  the 
Venerable  Mother  d'Youville,  foundress  of  the 
Order  so  widely  known  throughout  Canada.  It 
is  fitting,  therefore,  that  the  new  structure  be 
dedicated  to  her  revered  memory. 

Provision  for  the  treatment  of  ambulant  pa- 
tients has  always  been  available  at  St.  Boniface 
Hospital,  but  it  was  not  until  1924  that  a  sep- 
arate department  was  organized.  In  1926  the 
facilities  of  this  department  were  augmented  by 
the  establishment  of  a  free  dental  clinic— the 
gift  of  the  Kiwanis  Club. 

Notwithstanding  the  conversion  of  adjacent 
space  into  examining  rooms,  as  well  as  altera- 
tions to  those  already  installed,  over-crowding 
occurred  and  threatened  to  curtail  the  efficiency 
of  the  department.  Thus  it  came  to  be  realized 
that  new  and  modern  quarters  must  be  provided 
in  order  to  cope  with  increased  requirements. 
The  present  building  is  the  result  and  will,  it  is 
hoped,  serve  its  purpose  admirably. 

We  congratulate  the  Grey  Nuns  on  this  new 
contribution  towards  the  alleviation  of  suffer- 
ing. We  know  that  sympathy  and  care  given  to 
physical  ailments  often  result  in  an  awakening 
of  spiritual  interest.  This  new  venture  will  bring 
to  the  Sisters  many  more  opportunities  for  lead- 
ing wandering  sheep  back  to  the  Good  Shep- 
herd. To  those  whose  lives  are  devoted  to  the 
service  of  God  in  the  care  of  His  suffering  chil- 
dren, there  can  be  no  higher  reward. 


CLOTHING  THE  NEEDY. 

We  wish  to  express  our  sincere  gratitude  to 
the  members  of  the  Catholic  Women's  League  of 
Waterloo,  Out.,  for  their  generous  response  to 
our  appeal  for  material  help  in  the  way  of  warm 
clothing  for  the  poor  Catholics  of  our  Western 
prairies. 

From  this  Subdivision  our  Sisters  in  Saskat- 
chewan have  received  230  lbs.  of  clothing  in  very 
good  condition.  This  charitable  contribution  en- 
abled the  Sisters  to  supply  no  less  than  fourteen 
families  with  much-needed  winter  clothing.  May 
God  reward  abundantly  all  who  had  a  share  in 
this  genuine  corporal  work  of  mercy  ! 

MOST  INEFFECTIVE  OE  HUMAN  MOTIVES. 
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VOCATIONS 


BRIDES  OF  CHRIST 


TO  SERVE  mankind  through 
love  would  he  a  high  voca- 
tion. But  to  serve  mankind 
because  we  love  God — makes 
our  service  to  man  the  measure 
of  our  love  for  God — and  is  far 
nobler.  For  a  mother  to  ex- 
haust herself  in  the  service  of 
her  children  is  fruitful  of  eternal 
reward.  But  when  a  young  girl 
consecrates  her  life  to  the  ser- 
vice of  multitudes  of  strange 
children,  the  very  heavens  bend 
down  to  do  her  honor.  The  brides 
of  men  are  beings  beautified  for 
a  day,  and  the  whole  world  turns 
to  smile  on  them.  But  the  brides 
of  Christ  are  beings  lifted  into 
centres  of  light,  not  for  a  day, 
but.  for  the  long  succession  of 
days  that  count  out  their  lives. 
In  school  and  in  hospital,  in 
the  mission  fields  at  home  and 
abroad,  before  the  altar  in  the 
midnight  hours,  these  silent 
workers  labour  with  hand  and 
heart,  to  gather  and  garner 
the  lost,  the  forgotten,  the 
trampled. 

Of  these  works  the  world 
is  more  or  less  aware,  but 
their  inmost  meaning  it  does  not 
understand.  What  does  all  this 
life  of  hard  work  mean  to  the 
young  girl,  who  has  consecrated 
herself  to  its  holy  execution? 
What  does  it  mean  to  dedicate 


one's  self  to  God  in  the  very 
beginning  of  life?  What  does  it 
mean  to  go  out  in  the  amethyst 
dawn  and  bathe  one's  soul  in 
the  beauty  of  sky  and  earth?  To 
see  the  fingers  of  morning  roll- 
ing up  the  shades  of  heaven  ?  To 
catch  in  one's  hair  the  winds 
that  have  played  through  the 
vineyards  and  rose-arbors  of  the 
world?  To  drink  the  wine  of 
dawn  as  it  flows  in  first  vintage 
from  the  dark  cellars  of  night? 
To  hear  the  soul  of  music  burst- 
ing in  silver  notes  from  a  thou- 
sand throats?  What  is  all  tin's, 
hut  to  see  God  walking  again 
down  the  cool,  green  aisles  of 
earth,  and  to  fall  on  one's  knees 
and  vow  to  serve  Him  in  this 
fresh,  stainless  beauty  forever 
and  forever. 

The  bride  of  Christ  knows  the 
ecstasy  that  comes  from  follow- 
ing just  such  a  shining  loveli- 
ness. Her  lover  is  a  soul-lover,  in 
all  the  strength  of  that  great 
word.  He  leads  her  alone  to 
wind-swept  places  and  fills  her 
being  with  a  great,  white  peace. 
As  her  Lord,  he  might  coerce 
her  service ;  but  He  prefers  to 
win  her  pledge.  In  countless 
ways  Christ  drew  His  bride  to 
Himself ;  He  flooded  her  soul 
willi  peace  one  day  as  she  knelt 
in  the  hallowed    silence    of  a 


church;  He  broke  her  heart  with 
joy  that  was  too  great  to  bear, 
once  when  the  incense  curled 
around  the  vases  and  candles 
and  the  old  priest's  head,  at 
Benediction  in  the  twilight ;  He 
met  her  suddenly  on  a  garden 
path,  and  every  bud  and  leaf  and 
insect  took  on  a  flushed  beauty 
that  was  not  of  earthly  pig- 
ment. Such  visitations  leave  a 
mark.  Our  room  looks  drab  when 
we  wake  from  a  fairyland  dream. 
The  earth  looks  gray  when  Ave 
have  just  returned  from  heaven. 
Man's  company  is  unbearably 
dull  after  we  have  talked  intim- 
ately with  God.  The  soul  yearns 
to  prolong  its  companionship 
with  beauty, — and  such  yearn- 
ing men  call  a  vocation  to  the 
higher  life.  The  world  never 
looks  so  "stale,  flat,  and  unpro- 
fitable" as  it  does  to  a  young  girl 
on  the  day  that  she  makes  her 
vows.  Nothing  can  ever  rob  her 
soul  of  the  blissful  ecstasy  of  that 
morning. 

From  the  objectively  hard  lives 
which  Sisters  lead,  we  might  de- 
duce a  great  spiritual  driving 
force  within  their  souls.  The  in- 
itial push  may  carry  a  long  way, 
but  continuous  energy  is  needed 
to  keep  up  the  advance  move- 
ment. And  the  days  of  ecstasy 
pass.  Spring  must  give  way  to 


NOTHING  IS  MORE  PLEASING  TO  GOD  THAN  AN  OPEN  HANI),  AND  A  CLOSED  MOUTH. 
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other  seasons;  and  it  is  fitting 
that  it  is  so ;  summer  and  autumn 
and  winter  have  their  work  to 
do.  The  first  fervour  wanes;  the 
fountain  of  youth  dries  up  in 
the  heat  and  the  labor  of  the 
day.  The  valley  gives  up  its  last 
diamond.  The  crystals  in  the 
magic  cave  melt  into  tears  at 
last.  The  snows  of  age  cover 
over  our  fairyland  of  youth. 
One  thing  remains;  that  is  suffi- 
cient— the  love  of  Christ  for  His 
bride.  He  stands  unchanging 
amid  all  the  changes  in  our- 
selves and  in  others.  He  never  de- 
ceived us.  In  the  very  first  visits 
that  He  made,  He  warned  us 
that  He  had  a  Cross.  He  showed 
it  to  us  one  day  when  we  were 
in  ecstasy,  and  we  complained 
— we  complained  that  it  was  too 
light.  However,  that  Cross  of 
ours  has  grown  heavier  with 
the  years.  It  has  bent  us  double 
now.  But  would  we  part  with 
it?  Would  a  mother  throw  her 
only  son  to  the  beasts?  Would 
a.  bride  throw  away  her  wed- 
ding ring?  The  Cross  is  the  token 
of  trust  that  Christ  gives  to 
His  bride  ere  He  sets  out  with 
her  on  the  long  journey  to  His 
home,  the  only  home  He  has  on 
earth  for  her, — Calvary,  to 
which  Christ  leads  His  bride. 

This  is  something  of  the  in- 
ward life  which  gives  Sisters  the 
strength  to  attend  to  broken 
humanity,  to  mother  the  mother- 
less children  of  men.  The  suc- 
cessive segments  of  the  human 
race  that  have  turned  up  out  of 
oblivion,  have  lifted  from  the 
treasure-box  of  God's  love,  thou- 
sands of  these  bright  beings  to 
shine  in  the  successive  suns. 
They  are  the  glories  of  our  race ; 
their  sorrows  are  as  silent  as 
their  joys,  for  they  are  truly 
strong.  They  live  only  for  Christ ; 
and  such  as  do  so,  live  abund- 
antly. He  is  their  strength,  as 
His  Virgin  Mother  is  their 
model.  And  the  woman  who 
serves  Christ  after  the  example 
of  Mary  is  following  the  most 
glorious  idea  within  the  sphere 
of  womanly  ambition.  Mary 
knows  this  service  well;  and  she 

YOU  CAN 


will  teach  it  to  her  daughters. 
It  took  her  to  the  desert,  to 
Egypt,  to  years  of  exile  and  pri- 
vation. She  knows  the  service 
demanded  of  her;  an  agony  that 
no  martyr  in  the  dark  hour  of 
his  most  sensitive  suffering  lias 
approached.  She  knows  Calvary 
well,  for  she  beheld  it  in  the 
varying  light  of  three  terrible 
hours.  Mary  knows  this  Calvary 
home,  to  which  Christ  brings 
those  who  love  Him.  With  Mary's 
hand  clasping  hers,  His  bride 
will  stand  and  see  there  the 
things  that  Mary  saw;  her 
Christ  dying  for  very  love  of 
man;  a  White  Body  on  which 
the  law  of  love  is  written  in  red 
letters;  a  Heart  that  loves  the 
world  and  men  and  children  and 
flowers  and  things  as  no  other 
heart  ever  could;  a  Heart  that 
upon  the  Cross  expired,  that 
men  and  women  and  children 
might  be  cleaner  and  fairer, — - 
a  great  Heart  that  loves  her 
enough  to  ask  her  to  be  His 
Bride. — Francis  O'Brien  in  The 
Antonian. 


HE  CAJLLETH  ME! 
Come  to  the  Master's  garden — 
The  flowers  are  fair  to  see 
In  the  first  bright  Hush  of  the 

morning. 
Come,  for  He  ealleth  t,o  thee! 

What  hath  the  world  to  give 
thee? 

Nothing  that  shall  endure; 
Only  His  friendship  is  certain; 
Only  His  love  secure. 

He  hath  laboured  so  hard  to 

win  us, 
(Jiving  His  life — His  all ! 
Surely  we  can  do  something; 
dome,  let  us  answer  His  Call. 

Help  Hun  to  save  His  children; 
Souls  that  He  loves  so  dear; 
Come  where  the  Master  is  call- 
ing, 

Work,  for  the  night  is  near! 

Give  Him  thy  heart  in  the 
springtime, 

Carry  His  yoke  and  be  free; 

Love  Him  and  serve  Him  for- 
ever. 

Young  Heart!  He  ealleth  to 
thee! 

Brother  Reginald,  CSS. It. 


fOT  DREAM  YOl'RSELF  INTO  A  C 


THE  MOTHER  OF  A 
MISSIONARY 

HAVE  you  ever  heard  (he 
Parable  of  the  Acorn? 
I  plucked  an  acorn  from 
the  greensward  and  held  it  to 
my  ear,  and  it  seemed  to  say : 

"By  and  by,  birds  will  come 
and  make  their  nests  in  me ;  I 
shall  be  fuel  and  warmth  for 
many  homes;  I  shall  protect 
cattle  from  the  blazing  sun  and 
provide  ribs  for  the  sea-faring 
ships,  so  that  the  storms  of  the 
Atlantic  will  beat  against  their 
sides  in  vain." 

"What?  You  poor,  weak,  in- 
significant little  tiling,   said  I. 
"Shall  you  be  able  to  do  this?'' 
"Yes."  said  the  Acorn.  "God 
and  I." 

I  took  a  little  child  and  held 
it  against  my  heart,  and  It 
seemed  to  say : 

"By  and  by,  I  shall  grow 
strong  and  big.  and  I  will  love 
the  Christ  and  give  money  to 
missionaries,  or  go  myself  and 
teach  the  heathen  of  a  Saviour's 
love,  and  many  shall  be  brought 
into  the  Kingdom." 

"What?  You  poor.  weak,  frail 
little  creature,"  said  I.  "shall 
you  be  able  to  do  this?" 

"Yes."  and  the  child  smiled 
into  my  eyes,  "Christ  and  I." 

Mothers,  wives,  sisters,  teach- 
ers, have  you  ever  encouraged 
or  suggested  to  those  within 
your  trust  the  idea  of  becoming 
a  missionary  '  Are  we  prepared 
to  send  those  who  want  to  go? 
It  would  be  a  dreadful  thing  to 
have  upon  one's  conscience  that 
there  was  one  ready  to  offer, 
and  that  our  lack  of  help  and 
sympathy  kept  him  back. 

"The  Living  Message. 


Heaven  is  not  reached  by  a 
single  bound.  To-morrow  will 
soon  be  yesterday.  We  must  take 
our  opportunities,  not  wait  for 
them. 
ARACTER; 
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Marian  Crusaders 

Dear  Crusaders: — 

When  this  letter 
reaches  you  the  glory  of 
Easter  will  once  more  be 
about  to  break  upon  the 
world.  May  our  Risen 
Lord  grant  you  a  share 
in  the  peace  and  joy  that 
thrilled  the  hearts  of 
Our  Blessed  Mother  and 
the  Apostles  on  the  first 
Easter  morning. 

To  ma  n  y  children 
Easter  means  nothing 
more  than  pretty  new 
dresses  and  hats,  gor- 
geously coloured  Easter 
eggs  and  spring  parties. 
But  to  Catholic  children, 
and  especially  to  Crusad- 
ers, Easter  means  the 
triumph  of  Christianity. 
We  believe  that  Christ's 
Resurrection  from  the  tomb  is  a  pledge  that  we, 
too,  shall  one  clay,  by  His  power,  conquer  death 
and  be  with  Him  in  heaven.  It  is  this  conviction 
that  gives  such  a  triumphant  thrill  to  the  cele- 
bration of  the  glorious  Feast  of  Easter. 

It  is  rather  late  to  touch  on  the  keeping  of 
Lent,  but  we  may  be  certain  that  the  joy  of  our 
Easter  Day  will  depend  on  the  generosity  with 
which  we  spent  the  forty  days  preceding.  Even 
among  Catholics  we  find  some  queer  ideas  about 
Lent.  A  few  days  ago  one  woman  told  me  she 
had  saved  enough  by  going  without  porridge 
and  butter  during  Lent  to  buy  a  new  dress  for 
Easter.  Poor  soul!  She  has  been  keeping  Lent 
for  herself,  not  for  our  Blessed  Lord,  and  she 
will  have  her  reward  in  the  possession  of  the 
coveted  dress.  How  such  vain  sacrifices  must 
hurt  the  Heart  of  Jesus,  Who  gave  Himself  so 
unselfishly,  even  to  death  on  the  Cross. 

Here  is  another  thought.  It  isn't  so  much 
what  we  do  or  what  we  give  up  during  Lent  that 
matters.  It  does  not  give  Our  Lord  pleasure  to 
see  us  suffer,  just  for  the  sake  of  suffering.  No, 
what  He  prizes  is  the  love  behind  the  sacrifices ; 
the  love  that  picks  up  the  thing  we  like  best  and 
offers  it  generously,  as  the  little  one  in  the  pic- 
ture is  doing.  In  the  few  remaining  days  of  Lent 
there  is  yet  time  to  make  a  love-offering  to  Jesus 
dying  on  the  Cross  for  us.  He  gave  everything. 
Let  us  give  Him  something  we  really  prize,  and 
with  the  gift  let  us  offer  all  our  love  to  Him 
Who  has  so  loved  us.  This  is  the  best  recipe  1 
know  for  a  Happy  Easter. 

The  Captain,  M.C. 


THE  FINAL  TEST 

An  Allegory  by  the  Captain 

The  waves  splashed  musically  along  a  snow- 
white  strand,  the  birds  sang  blithely  from  near- 
by almond  and  orange  groves,  the  sun  declining 
westward  made  a  golden  pathway  across  the 
water  on  that  memorable  evening  when  the  Great 
Prince  looked  down  into  Cara's  gray  eyes  and 
said : 

"From  this  hour  you  are  mine.  I  have  loved 
you  with  an  everlasting  love,  but  before  we  can 
be  united  forever,  you  must  cross  the  River  of 
Life  that  lies  before  us,  for  my  Eternal  Home  is 
•  in  the  other  shore." 

Cara's  eyes,  calm  and  full  of  trust,  were  raised 
to  His,  as  she  questioned  eagerly:  "Will  You  not 
go  with  me?  Then  I  shall  fear  nothing." 

"I  shall  be  with  you  in  spirit  and  my  love  shall 
constantly  enfold  you,  but  my  Face  you  will  not 
see  again  until  you  have  reached  the  other  shore." 

A  shadow  fell  athwart  Cara's  face.  The  Prince 
continued  gravely :  "This  is  the  test  of  your  love 
and  of  Mine.  See!  Here  is  your  boat.  It  has 
sails  and  oars.  When  the  weather  is  fine  and 
wind  fair,  the  sails  will  bear  you  quickly  and 
happily  onward,  but  when  you  encounter  head 
winds  and  calms,  then  you  will  need  the  oars." 

"Ah,  I  know  the  river  is  dark  and  treacher- 
ous at  times.  Suppose  I  should  lose  my  way  and 
never  reach  the  other  side  —  and  You !"  Cara's 
voice  faltered  on  the  last  word,  and  she  laid  her 
hand  beseechingly  on  the  Prince's  arm. 

He  took  both  her  hands  in  His,  and  whispered  : 
"My  Love  in  your  heart  will  be  your  guide,  and 
while  that  leads  you  there  is  nothing  to  fear.  And 
remember  I  shall  be  waiting  to  Avelcome  you." 

They  looked  into  each  other's  eyes  for  a 
moment.  Then  He  helped  her  into  the  boat, 
hoisted  the  sail,  and  pushed  the  craft  from  its 
moorings.  The  wind  filled  the  sails  and  the  boat 
glided  swiftly  out  to  the  open  sea.  Glancing  back- 
wards, Cara  saw  nothing  but  the  wave-kissed 
shore — the  Prince  had  disappeared. 

For  days  the  little  craft  sailed  merrily  along. 
Cara  was  happy.  The  Love  in  her  heart  and  the 
hope  of  soon  reaching  the  other  shore  made  the 
moments  flv  almost  unnoticed. 

Then  storms  began  to  gather.  Clouds  over- 
cast the  smiling  sky,  thunder  and  lightning  rent 
the  heavens,  the  waves  rolled  fiercely  around  the 
boat.  Cara  furled  her  sails  and  worked  manfully 
at  the  oars,  striving  to  stem  the  tide  that  sought 
to  force  her  backwards  to  the  land  she  had  left, 
or  to  drive  her  on  to  treacherous  sunken  rocks. 

Then  suddenly  a  stiff  breeze  sprang  up 
from  the  right  quarter.  Cara,  being  a  good 
little  sailor,  thankfully  drew  in  her  oars,  and 
hoisting  the  sails,   skimmed   merrily   over  the 


YOU  MUST  HAMMER  AND  FORGE  ONE  FOR  YOURSELF. 
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waters  towards  the  Eternal  Shore,  heart  and 
hands  resting  peacefully — gathering  strength  for 
the  next  storm. 

Thus  days,  weeks,  months,  years,  passed  along. 
Cara  found  the  Voyage  of  Life  much  more  trying 
than  she  had  expected  that  beautiful  evening 
when  the  Prince  had  launched  her  boat  into  the 
River.  Terrible  storms  had  played  havoc  with 
the  trim  little  craft,  sails  were  in  tatters,  oars 
badly  splintered,  paint  scraped  from  the 
grazing  of  sunken  rocks.  Cara  herself  showed 
signs  of  the  struggle  in  a  tired  droop  of  the 
shoulders  and  a  wistful  longing  in  the  depths  of 
her  eyes.  But  the  Love  in  her  heart  burned  more 
fiercely  than  ever  and  the  yearning  to  be  once 
again  with  the  Prince  urged  her  to  greater  and 
more  strenuous  efforts. 

Then  suddenly  it  happened !  The  night  had 
been  long  and  tiring.  All  her  energies  had  been 
spent  in  battling  a  storm  more  terrible  than  any 
she  had  yet  experienced.  "With  the  first  glimmer  of 
dawn  the  fury  of  the  elements  abated  and,  utterly 
exhausted.  Cara  had  at  last  dared  to  rest  on  her 
oars  for  a  moment.  The  sun  rose  swiftly  above 
the  horizon,  scattering  the  heavy  fog  that  had 
so  long  enveloped  the  girl  and  her  boat. 

For  a  moment  she  stared  unbelievingly  ahead, 
eyes  wide  open  and  lips  apart  in  breath- 
less wonderment.  There — just  a  few  hundred 
yards  distant — stretched  the  shining  sands  of  the 
Eternal  Shore,  on  the  beach  a  white-robed  Figure. 
The  tide  was  setting  shorewards,  and  there  was 
nothing  to  do  but  drift  swiftly  to  everlasting 
happiness.  Thrilling  with  joyous  expectation. 
Cara.  furled  the  sails  and  drew  in  the  oars.  At 
last  it  was  all  over.  She  had  come  safely  through 
the  storms,  the  calms,  the  rapids.  Love  had  guided 
her  through  every  peril  and  now  in  a  few  mo- 
ments she  would  be  at  rest. 

The  boat  drew  rapidly  shoreward,  the  White 
Figure  on  the  shore  grew  more  and  more  distinct. 
Soon  the  keel  grated  on  the  soft  sand.  Cara  rose 
to  her  feet,  arms  outstretched,  ready  to  take  the 
last  step  towards  the  happiness  so  long  desired. 

And  then — the  Prince  spoke,  softly,  tenderly, 
but  eompellingly.  "Wait !"  With  one  foot  on  the 
edge  of  the  boat  Cara  gazed  up  at  His  face. 
Could  she  have  heard  aright? 

"Wait?"  she  questioned  softly.  "After  such 
a  long  and  tiresome  voyage?  Ah,  why  should  I 
wait  now  that  I  am  at  last  so  near  to  you?" 

The  Prince  smiled  sweetly,  and  the  Love  in  His 
Eyes  was  unmistakable,  but  He  made  no  move- 
ment to  help  her  reach  the  shore.  She  stretched 
out  imploring  arms:  "Oh,  may  I  not  come  to  You 
now.  Surely  my  love  has  stood  the  test.  In  its 
strength  J  have  crossed  the  River." 

"Yes,  my  beloved,  yon  have  indeed  conic 
through  the  trials  of  life  victorious.   Day  by  day 


I  have  watched  MY  Love  growing  in  your  heart, 
making  you  more  and  more  my  very  own.  And 
just  because  your  love  is  so  great  I  am  putting  it 
to  another  test — the  greatest  trial  of  all,  that  of 
giving  up  love's  enjoyment  for  love's  service. 

A  shadow  of  pain  darkened  the  shining  of 
Cara's  eyes.  ''You  know,"  she  murmured,  "I 
would  do  anything  for  you,  only  do  not  ask  me 
to  be  separated  from  you  again — anvthing  but 
that!" 

■'And  thai  is  just  what  I  am  asking."  As  He 
spoke  the  words  the  Love  in  His  Eyes  flamed  so 
brightly  that  she  could  not  bear  its  brilliance,  but 
covered  her  eyes  with  her  hands.  He  leaned  over 
and  touched  her  shoulder.  "Look  back  over  the 
river,  my  dear  one,  and  tell  me  Avhat  you  see." 

Strengthened  and  calmed  by  His  touch  she 
uncovered  her  eyes  and  looked  back  over  the 
pathway  of  water. 

"I  see  many  boats,"  she  whispered.  "Some 
seem  lost  in  the  fog,  others  are  drifting  aimlessly 
in  the  calm  stretches,  and  others,  oh,  they  are 
perilously  near  the  sunken  rocks  and  reefs." 

"They  are  all  my  subjects,"  He  said  gravely, 
"and  each  one  is  very  very  dear  to  My  Heart. 
We  cannot  let  them  perish." 

Cara  looked  up  into  His  pleading  Eyes,  and 
in  that  look  gained  strength  for  sacrifice.  "I 
know,"  she  whispered.  "I  know.  You  want  me  to 
go  back  and  help  them." 

"Yes."  Just  one  word,  but  it  held  the  grace, 
the  strength,  the  love  of  Divinity.  Silently  Cava 
placed  the  oars  in  reverse  position — then  turned 
once  more  towards  the  White  Figure. 

"I  go!"  she  said  simply.  He  raised  His  Hand 
and  she  knelt  to  receive  His  Blessing. 

"Go,  my  beloved,  and  bring  back  to  me  those 
poor  struggling  souls  who  are  so  dangerously 
near  destruction.  And  then — His  Eyes  held  hers 
for  a  moment — "then  your  love  will  be  perfected 
and  we  shall  be  united  forever." 


WE  NEED  MORE  BETTYS 

A  few  days  ago  the  mail  man  brought  us  this 
dear  little  letter: 
Dear  Sisters: 

A  dollar's  worth  of  stamps  to  help  a  little  bit, 
but  not  much. 

From, 

BETTY. 

We  were  indeed  touched  and  pleased  by  this 
effort  to  help.  How  many  of  onr  Crusaders 
could  follow  Betty's  good  example  if  they  really 
tried !  Tt  would  surprise  you  to  see  how  fast 
nickels  and  dimes  can  grow  into  a  dollar  when 
love  for  the  missions  inspires  little  sacrifices  on 
lite  part  of  little  missionaries. 
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W       TO  CATHOLICS  IN  THE  EAST 

THIS  IS  STATION  C.  C.  W.  C. 
LISTEN,  FOLKS    ...    WE  ARE  WORRIED! 


fresh 
ing' 


The  West  gives  us  sunshine,  good  food,  a  playground  second  to  none,  with 
air  in  plenty,  everything  in  fact  that  should  help  us  grow  up  wholesome  "think- 
men  and  women. 

But  this  is  our  point;  we  have  souls,  too — haven't  we?   Been  baptised  Catholics 
<JJST  aRd  as  such  have  to  make  Heaven  some  day — but  how? 

For  the  most  part  we  attend  Public  School    ...    no  other.  We  hear  Mass 
in  a  house    .    .    .    every  three  or  four  months    ...    no  priests.    Should  we 
want  to  go  to  confession  we  have    ...    to  wait  even  when  sick  or  frightened 
live  so  far  away. 

Our  parents?  Sure  they  try  hard  to  help  us,  but  the  difficulty  is,  most  of  them 
are  Old  Country  born,  speak  a  different  mother  tongue,  and  have  different  customs. 
Do  you  wonder  they  fret  as  they  watch  us  grow  up  thus. 


we  are  surely 
you  won't 


Do  you  wonder  if  the  Church  frets     .     .     .     still  more 
name  is  "THOUSANDS". 

So,  Folks,  build  up  your  fine  city  parishes  and  churches 
proud  of  you  and  them    .    .    .    but  in  your  activities  for  God 
forget  us,  His  Little  Ones    .    .    .    Will  you? 

We  are  the  sunshine  of  His  heart    .    .    .    The  promises  of  the  future? 

We  are    .    .    .  "TOMORROW" 

You  have  just  "listened  in"  to  the  broadcast  of  the  .  .  . 
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A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


What  some  Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"The  Bishops  of  Canada  recom- 
mend the  zealous  and  devoted  ac- 
tivities of  the  Sisters  of  Service.'* 
—Report  of  the  plenary  meeting  of 

the  Canadian  Hierarchy,  Quebec, 

Oct.,  1928. 
"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  Toronto,  it  is  not 
in  any  sense  for  Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the 
whole  Dominion.  One  needs  but  two  qualities, 
love  of  God  and  love  of  Canada,  to  become 
interested  in  the  success  of  the 'Sisters  of  Service'." 

N.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"While  Vicar  General  of  Edmonton  I  saw  at 
close  range  the  excellent  work  done  by  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  in  their  multiple  missionary  activi- 
ties. I  cannot  too  highly  commend  their  zeal  and 
energy  for  the  salvation  of  the  most  abandoned 
souls  of  Western  Canada.  The  correspondence 
course  in  religious  instruction,  which  they  carry 
on  with  such  success,  deserves  a  special  tribute, 
as  they  thus  minister  to  the  little  ones  of  Christ 
far  from  Church  and  Catholic  school."' 

►J*  James  C.  McGuiqan. 

Archbishop  of  Regina. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.  The  only 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

►J*  Henry  O'Leary, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton. 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!' 

Alfred  A.  Sinnott, 
Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service*  .  .  .  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


I  have  come  to  serve" 

the  work  of 
and  devotion 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 
►J«  J.  T.  McNally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them  at  their  work  as  soon  as 

possible." 

NlCETAS  BUDKA, 

Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Canada. 

Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 

"The  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service   is   a   record   of  splendid 
achievement  and  useful  work  for  the 
Dominion,  and  I  know  from  the  lit- 
tle experience  I  have  personally  of 
your  Order  how  much  self-sacrifice 
to  humanity  goes  with  it." 
— Sir  Henry  Thornton,  Chairman  and  President  of 
the  Canadian  National  Railways. 

"I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — Abbe  Casgrain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter- 
view given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927 . 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  January  8,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially 
successful  in  their  work  amongst  immigrantgirls." — 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year 

ending  March  31,  1926.   Page  48. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu- 
tion to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick. 

Quebec,  August  22,  1923. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
work." — E.   W.  Beatty,  Chairman  and  President, 

Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 
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Where  Lies  the  Secret? 


WE  often  wonder  at  the  growth  and  expan- 
sion of  the  charitable  and  missionary  works 
of  the  Church.  When  everything  around 
seems  to  point  to  disaster  they  triumphantly 
emerge  from  the  ever  renewed  assaults  of  the 
enemy  and  the  deathly  corroding'  influence  of 
time.  The  inadequacy  of  the  feeble  means  at 
their  disposal  is  out  of  all  proportion  to  the 
greatness  and  volume  of  the  work  they  accom- 
plish. Their  beginnings  are  always  humble  and 
obscure.  As  they  develop  they  generally  do  not 
evidence  that  efficiency  of  organization  which  one 
would  expect  as  commensurate  to  the  ever-expand- 
ing objective  and  to  the  multiplicity  of  details  it 
necessarily  implies.  Their  growth  is  rather  that 
of  an  organism,  slow,  quiet,  but  effective  as  life 
itself. 

Where,  therefore,  lies  the  explanation  of  this 
continued  success  which  goes  hand  in  hand  with 
the  expansion  of  the  charitable  and  missionary 
enterprises  of  the  Church?  This  secret  is  to  be 
found  in  the  hidden  sacrifices  of  those  who  under- 
take them  and  of  those  who  help  to  maintain 
them  by  their  prayers  and  their  alms.  The  rock 
of  Calvary  is  the  foundation  stone  on  which  they 
rest. 

Everything  in  the  Church  that  lasts  and  en- 
dures must  be  built  upon  sacrifice.  All  her  great 
undertakings  are  founded  on  the  little  and  many 
sacrifices  of  her  children.  This  is  the  secret  and 
abiding  power  of  her  charitable  ministrations. 
The  offerings  of  the  faithful  that  bear  the  ear- 
mark of  sacrifice  are  really  those  that  count. 
God  spurns  the  wealth  and  wisdom  of  this  world. 
St.  Paul  is  most  outspoken  on  this  matter.  "There 
are  not  many  wise  according  to  the  flesh,  not 


many  mighty,  not  many  noble;  but  the  foolish 
things  of  the  world  hath  God  chosen  that  He 
may  confound  the  wise ;  and  the  weak  things  of 
the  world  hath  God  chosen  that  he  may  confound 
the  strong,  and  the  base  things  of  the  world, 
and  the  things  that  are  contemptible,  hath  God 
chosen  and  the  things  that  are  not  that  he  might 
bring  to  nought  things  that  are:  that  no  flesh 
should  glory  in  His  sight,"  (I.  Cor.  1,  26-29). 
This  explains  how,  when,  after  years  of  worldly 
prosperity  "the  pride  of  possession"  overtakes 
the  works  and  institutions  of  the  Church,  as  was 
the  case  of  the  wealthy  monasteries  before  the 
Reformation,  they  degenerate  and  gradually  dis- 
appear. Like  the  Church,  "that  everlasting  be- 
ginner,'' they  arise  from  their  ashes  and  are  re- 
born in  poverty  and  humility. 

The  missionary  work  of  the  Church  is  a  very 
pertinent  illustration  of  these  truths.  The  world- 
wide network  of  our  missionary  endeavour  is  sup- 
ported by  the  mass  of  little  offerings  from  the 
ordinary  people.  They  deprive  themselves  of  the 
many  little  pleasures  of  life  to  come  to  the  rescue 
of  our  missionary  priests  and  sisters.  Were  we 
able  to  analyse  in  all  its  detail  the  yearly  report 
of  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith,  the  Holy  Child- 
hood, Church  Extension  Society,  or  China  Mis- 
sion, we  would  find  that  the  millions  of  dollars 
spent  each  year  by  these  societies  are  made  up 
of  the  sacrifices  of  the  working  man,  the  thrifty 
wife,  the  pious  girl  and  innocent  child.  These 
dollars  are  made  up  of  small  offerings  of  the 
faithful,  of  the  pennies  and  dimes  of  our  good 
Catholic  people.  Behind  them  stands  a  multitude 
of  acts  of  self-denial.  These  multiplied  sacrifices 
are  the  real  driving  power  which  helps  the  mili- 
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tant  Church  to  extend  her  frontiers.  Money  alone 
is  not  sufficient,  But  money,  radiating  sacrifice 
and  prayer,  can  work  wonders  for  God's  glory 
upon  this  earth  and  for  the  eternal  welfare  of 
souls. 

The  Church  here  below  has  a  human  element 
subject,  to  the  conditions  of  life.  To  translate 
ideals  into  facts,  money  is  needed.  But,  we  re- 
peat, money  in  the  Church  to  be  effective  must 
be  a  real  offering,  a  sacrifice  which  participates 
in  the  universal  sacrifice  of  Calvary. 


SISTER  f'ARMEL  EGAN,  S.O.S. 
Died  June  6,  1939. 


THE  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  lost 
their  first  professed  Sister.    Sister  Carmel 
Egan,  Superior  of  our  Halifax  mission,  died 
in  that  city  on  June  6th. 

Born  in  Ottawa,  December  3rd,  1891,  Carmel, 
with  the  exception  of  a  few  years,  lived  with 
her  good  Christian  parents  in  the  Capital  City 
to  the  day  she  entered  the  convent.  As  her  father 
"was  employed  in  the  Marine  Department  he  was 
sent  by  the  Government  for  special  work  to  the 
light-house  of  Sable  Island.  Sable  Island  is 
known  as  "the  graveyard  of  the  Atlantic."  He 

LET  US  WATCH  WELL  OUR  BEGINNINGS, 


moved  there  with  his  family.  The  days  passed 
on  that  lonely  Rock  in  the  ocean  made  Carmel 
realize  what  it  was  to  be  deprived  of  the  Church 
and  her  services.  This  experience  was  to  be  in 
after  years  the  inspiration  of  her  vocation  to  the 
missionary  life  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

Sister  Egan  entered  the  Novitiate,  November 
3rd,  1923.  The  Institute  had  barely  one  year  to 
its  history.  So  Carmel  was  among  those  pioneer 
Sistei-s  who  had  faith  in  the  ideal  of  the  new 
community  and  confidence  in  its  realization.  On 
February  2nd,  1925,  she  made  her  first  profession  ; 
and,  on  August  15th,  1931,  she  was  one  of  the 
eight  who  were  the  first  to  pronounce  their  final 
vows  in  the  new-born  Institute.  Second  assist- 
ant to  the  first  Sister  General;  member  of  the 
first  Chapter  in  1937;  superior  of  Montreal.  To- 
ronto, Ottawa  and  Halifax  missions  .  .  .Sister 
Egan,  all  her  religious  life  time,  carried  the  bur- 
den of  authority. 

One  of  the  outstanding  features  of  her  life 
was  the  love  of  the  poor.  No  one  will  ever  know 
to  what  extent  she  sacrificed  the  feelings  of  a 
refined  and  delicate  nature  to  come  to  the  assist- 
ance of  the  needy.  In  reality  she  wore  herself 
out  in  the  service  of  God's  poor.  Soon  her  health 
broke  under  the  strain  of  untiring  efforts.  She 
was  jnst  preparing  to  leave  for  a  prolonged  and 
much  needed  rest  when  extreme  weakness  over- 
took her.  The  end  came  rapidly.  Perfectly  re- 
signed, she  faced  death  as  a  good  religions. 

In  a  message  of  sympathy  a  prominent  member 
of  the  Clergy  in  Halifax  summed  up  in  a  few 
words  the  life  of  our  departed  Sister:  "Sister 
Egan  bequeathes  the  rich  legacy  of  an  exemplary 
•religious  life,  of  trust  in  divine  Providence,  zeal 
for  the  welfare  of  the  homeless  girl  and  edifying 
self-sacrifice.  May  God  permit  her  death  to  be 
instrumental  of  many  blessings  to  her  Commun- 
ity." 

The  funeral  service  was  held  in  the  Halifax 
Cathedral  on  June  9th.  His  Excellency  Arch- 
bishop McNally.  D.D..  sang  a  Pontifical  Requiem 
Mass,  wishing  by  this,  Ave  are  confident,  to  pay  a 
tribute  of  his  esteem  for  the  devoted  and  humble 
work  of  our  Sister  among  the  poor. 

The  remains  were  brought  to  Toronto.  Mon- 
day morning.  June  12th.  Father  G.  Daly,  C.SS.R.. 
sang  the  requiem  and  His  Excellency,  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Toronto.  J.  C.  McGuigan,  D.D.,  officiated 
at  the  "Libera." 

We  carried  her  to  Mount  Hope  Cemetery  and 
buried  her  in  that  sacred  plot  where  already  are 
the  remains  of  Sister  Mary  McNeil,  who  died  as 
a  novice  and  was  professed  on  her  death  bed. 

May  her  memory  ever  remain  among  her  Sis- 
ters as  fresh  as  the  green  sward  under  which  she 
now  sleeps  and  as  sacred  as  the  Celtic  Cross  which 
throws  its  shadow  over  her  grave. 
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COMMUNIST  PROPAGANDA. 

The  zeal  and  self-sacrifice  of  the 
convinced  Communists  are  of  the 
highest  order.  Their  ingenuity  in 
exposing  and  attacking  evils  is  re- 
markable. Their  willingness  to 
criticize  their  own  short-comings  is 
extraordinary.  The  constant  flow 
of  magazines,  newspapers,  mimeo- 
graphed material,  books,  pamphlets 
and  posters  that  they  publish  is  a 
marvel,  coming,  as  it  does,  from  a 
handful  only.  The  variety  of  or- 
ganizations and  committees  that 
I  hey  form  to  deal  with  all  sorts  of 
issues  and  all  kinds  of  people  shows 
their  humility  and  flexibility  within 
the  rigidity  of  their  chief  program. 
In  each  of  these  respects,  they  stand 
as  a  model  to  a  cause  that  would  be 
worthwhle. 

In  every  one  of  the  chief  articles 
of  their  faith  they  arc  wrong,  and  yet 
in  every  one  of  them  there  is  enough 
truth  to  make  their  creed  attractive. 

— Catholic  Action. 

THE  OLD  RELIGION. 

The  longer  thou  livest  the  more 
thankful  wilt  thou  be  for  thy  mem- 
bership in  the  Catholic  Church  of 
Christ.  Thou  wilt  love  her  old  pray- 
ers and  creeds  more  and  more. 
Thou  wilt  feel  safe  from  doubts  and 
disputes  uncier  her  guidance.  When 
many  run  to  and  fro,  thou  wilt  rest. 
Thou  wilt  find  a  holy  sobriety  and 
calm  about  her  ways  for  which  thou 
wouldst  seek  in  vain  elsewhere. 
Thou  wilt  delight  to  be  a  brother 
to  her  children  in  all  lai  ds.  Thou 
wilt  be  thankful  and  comforted  at 
seeing  how  she  unites  rich  and 
poor  in  one.  Thou  wilt  see  in  her 
services,  more  and  more,  a  likeness 
to  that  which  thou  seekest,  a  fore- 
taste of  heaven.  She  will  guide 
thee  thither,  and  if  thou  follow 
faithfully,  thou  wilt  find  at  last,  of 
God's  mercy,  that  thou  wert  not  far 
off  even  here;  but  that  the  Church 
on  earth  is  a  heaven  on  earth,  the 
beginning,  and  a  very  part  of  eternal 
blessedness. — W.  E.  Ileygate. 


WHY  YOU  CAME  INTO  THE 
WORLD. 

Three  days  before  he  died,  Father 
Joseph  S.  Reiner,  S.J.,  wrote  an 
article  of  which  the  concluding 
paragraphs  deserve  to  be  memor- 
ized by  every  Christian  who  wants 
to  do  his  duty  in  politics: 

"  'Inspired'  speechmaking,  learn- 
ed discussion,  high-sounding  reso- 
lutions, and  (I  hesitate  to  say  it, 
for  fear  of  being  misunderstood) 
even  prayer,  are  not  infrequently 
ignoble  escapes  from  reality,  cow- 
ardly flights  from  imperative  duties 
that  frighten  because  of  the  labor 
implied,  the  sharp  criticism  that 
must  be  anticipated,  and  part'al  or 
complete  failure  that  must  be 
reckoned  with. 

"Father  Faber  never  uttered  a 
truer  word  than  when  he  said:  'The 
criticism  of  idle  men,  the  doubts  of 
icy  men,  the  narrowness  of  good 
men,  and  the  censoriousness  of  all 
men,  are  hard  to  bear;  yet  a  work 
is  worth  little  and  does  not  make 
the  devil  uneasy  if  it  has  not  had 
to  endure  those  molestations.' 

"Of  course,  there  will  be  mis- 
takes. Again  I  call  on  Father  Faber 
to  answer:  'You  did  not  come  into 
the  world  in  order  that  you  might 
go  to  your  grave  an  unoffending  and 
unproductive  man.  Yet  with  how 
many  Christians  is  this  unoffending 
non-production  their  very  summum 
bonum.  "To  be  ever  safe  is  to  be 
ever  feeble."  If  ever  the  spirit  of 
evangelical  prudence  spoke  plainly, 
it  spoke  in  that  golden  apothegm'." 
— Queen's  Work. 

CHARITY  RRINGS  ITS  REWARD. 

Deal  thy  bread  to  the  hungry, 
and  bring  the  needy,  and  thy 
harbourless  into  thy  house; 

When  thou  shalt  see  one  naked 
cover  him  and  despise  not  thy  own 
flesh.  Then  shall  thy  light  break 
forth  as  the  morning  and  thy  health 
shall  speedily  arise,  and  thy  justice 
shall  go  before  thy  face,  and  the 
glory  of  the  Lord  shall  gather  thee 
up.  Then  shalt  thou  call,  and  the 
Lord  shall  hear;  thou  shalt  cry, 
and  he  shall  say,  Here  I  am  .  .  . 

When  thou  shalt  pour  out  thy 
soul  to  the  hungry,  and  shalt  satis- 
fy the  afflicted  soul,  then  shall  thy 
light  rise  up  in  darkness,  and  thy 
darkness  shall  be  as  the  noonday. 

And  the  Lord  will  give  thee  rest 
continually,  and  will  fill  thy  soul 
with  brightness  and  deliver  thy 
bones,  and  thou  shalt  be  like  a 
watered  garden,  and  like  a  fountain 
of  water  whose  waters  shall  not 
fail.  Isaiah. 


COMMUNISM  AND  CATHOLIC 
ACTION. 

"Some  years  ago  Communism 
launched  the  boastful  threat  that 
it  would  conquer  the  world  for  the 
Third  International.  Little  did 
we  then  dream  of  the  rapidity 
with  which  the  spectre  has  since 
stalked  over  the  face  of  the  earth. 
Its  sinister  propaganda  has  pene- 
trated almost  every  stratum  of  hu- 
man society  and  honeycombed  with 
its  baneful  philosophy  of  life  near- 
ly every  institution.  Completely 
entrenched  in  Russia,  it  has  ex- 
tended its  arms  like  an  octopus  to 
encircle  and  strangle  countries  in 
Europe,  America  and  Asia,  in 
which  conservative  government 
seemed  to  be  eternally  secure. 
Mexico  and  Bolivia  seem  all  but 
conquered;  France  and  England 
are  in  the  throes  of  a  violent 
struggle  between  so-called  Fascism 
and  Communism;  points  as  far  dis- 
tant as  Havana  and  Manila  have  felt 
the  impact;  China  and  Manchuria 
are  kept  in  a  seething  turmoil  over 
the  issue;  in  our  own  beloved  Am- 
erica the  propaganda  is  gnawing 
and  nibbling  at  the  foundations  of 
our  venerable  institutions  and  mak- 
ing converts  in  quarters  that 
should  be  the  very  bedrock  of  con- 
structive stability. 

"With  Communism  has  come  a 
new  type  of  atheism,  characterized 
by  its  boldness  and  violence.  It  is 
no  longer  an  academic  denial  of  the 
existence  of  God  but  a  frantic  effort 
to  tear  down  God's  throne  from  the 
highest  heavens  and  to  raze  His 
earthly  temples  to  the  level  of  the 
ground;  a  violent  effort  to  tear  out 
of  the  hearts  of  men  the  last  vestige 
of  religious  belief  and  extinguish 
in  them  the  last  spark  of  divine 
love. 

"In  this  maelstrom  of  religious, 
moral  and  social  confusion,  there 
stands  out  almost  alone  the  majestic 
figure  of  the  Church  of  Christ; 
amidst  the  din  of  fury  and  violence 
there  is  heard  without  falter  or  fear 
the  voice  of  the  Vicar  of  Christ, 
warning  the  world  and  humanity 
against  the  consequences  of  its 
apostasy  from  God  and  sound  think- 
ing; into  this  humanity  'gone  mad 
with  vice  and  incredulity'  the 
Church  sends  her  legionaires  of 
Catholic  Action,  solidly  established 
in  Christian  truth,  fired  with  en- 
thusiasm for  the  righteousness  of 
their  cause,  ready  to  dare,  do  and 
die,  for  the  honor  of  Christ  the  King 
and  the  salvation  of  human  society. 
To  save  the  world  and  humanity 
from  that  fete  is  your  task,  under 
the  banner  of  Catholic  Action  in 
union  with  the  Church,  her  hier- 
archy and  her  priesthood." — Arch- 
bishop Rummel. 
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WHAT  MAKES  A  HOSPITAL 
"CATHOLIC?" 

"In  coming  to  this  Convention 
yon  have  in  mind  the  measure  of 
a  hospital  is  its  capacity  to  use 
to  best  advantage  all  that  science 
has  to  offer  for  relieving  pain  and 
restoring  health  to  broken  bodies. 
But  in  coming  to  this  Cathedral 
you  have  in  mind  that  the  mea- 
sure of  a  hospital  as  a  Catholic 
Institution  is  its  capacity  for  giving 
aid  and  comfort  in  the  name  of 
Christ  to  weary  and  stricken  souls. 
Doctor  and  nurse  may  make  a  hos- 
pital efficient,  but  only  the  pres- 
ence of  Christ  can  make  it  Catholic. 
To  insure  that  Presence  is  the  pur- 
pose to  which  you  have  dedicated 
your  lives.  Yours  is  a  noble  vo- 
cation. It  requires  strength  of 
character  and  nobility  of  soul,  but 
it  also  demands  heavenly  wisdom 
to  discern  the  spirit  of  the  world 
should  it  appear  in  the  hospital 
wearing  the  mask  of  Christ." — (Ex- 
tract from  a  sermon  preached  at 
Convention  of  Catholic  Hospital  As- 
sociation by  His  Excellency  Most 
Reverend  J.  McNamara). 

SOCIETY  FOR  THE  PROPAGA- 
TION OP  THE  FAITH. 

Once  a  year,  in  the  offices  of  the 
Sacred  Congregation  of  Propagan- 
da, delegates  from  many  countries 
assemble  to  decide  upon  the  distri- 
bution of  funds  in  the  foreign  mis- 
sion field.  It  is  a  dignified  gath- 
ering, including  among  its  mem- 
bers a  Cardinal,  an  Archbishop, 
and  many  other  prelates,  says  the 
"Universe"  of  London.  On  the 
wall  at  the  end  of  the  table  hangs 
the  portrait  of  a  young  girl — a  sur- 
prising contrast  in  a  room  of  eccle- 
siastics. It  is  the  picture  of  Pauline 
Jaricot,  who  began,  in  a  factory, 
the  work  which  is  now  the  financial 
backbone  of  the  Church's  foreign 
missions — the  Association  for  the 
Propagation  of  the  Faith.  She 
started  the  work  in  the  Lyons  fac- 
tory of  her  brother-in-law,  prin- 
cipally to  help  the  foreign  mission 
society  for  which  her  brother  Phi- 
leas  was  studying  to  be  a  priest. 

The  work  spread  rapidly.  Groups 
of  ten  were  formed,  one  from  each 
group  being  chosen  to  collect  the 
pennies  of  them  all  every  Friday. 
Soon  several  zealous  priests  inter- 
ested themselves  in  the  movement, 
and  on  May  3,  18  22,  the  Associa- 
tion was  formally  constituted.  But 
it  was  no  longer  to  be  for  the  sup- 
port of  only  one  missionary  so- 
city,  but  for  all  the  missions.  "We 
are  Catholics,  let  our  Association 
be  Catholic." 

The  A.P.F.  was  solemnly  ap- 
proved by  Pope  Pius  VII  in  18  23, 
and  in  19  2  2  the  headquarters  were 
transferred  to  Rome. 


THE  POPE  OF  THE  LABOUR 
PROBLEM. 

"No  man  may  outrage  with  im- 
punity that  human  dignity  which 
God  Himself  treats  with  reverence." 

"Religion  teaches  the  rich  man 
and  the  employer  that  their  work 
people  are  not  their  slaves;  that 
they  must  respect  in  every  man  his 
dignity  as  a  man  and  as  a  Christian; 
that  labor  is  an  honorable  employ- 
ment; and  that  it  is  shameful  and 
inhuman  to  treat  men  like  chattels 
to  make  money  by,  or  to  look  upon 
them  merely  as  so  much  muscle  or 
physical  power." 

BE  WEST-CONSCIOUS 

Wishing  to  awaken  the  sense  of 
responsibility  of  the  American  Ca- 
tholics to  the  tremendous  Negro 
problem,  Father  Cornelius  J.  Ahern, 
of  Newark,  invented  the  expressive 
phrase,  "making  the  Catholics  of 
this  country  'coloured-conscious.' 
"With  our  own  mission-problem  in 
view  we  would  like  to  make  our 
Catholic  people  "West-conscious." 
For  out  West,  beyond  the  Great 
Lakes,  lies  the  great  Home  Mission 
Field  of  Canada! 

RECREATION  —  AMUSEMENT  — 
FRIVOLITY. 

Recreation  is  the  play  of  those 
faculties  which  are  dormant  in  a 
man's  daily  work,  or  a  fresh  engage- 
ment of  their  powers  in  self-chosen 
occupation.  By  such  complementary 
energy  they  repair  the  vigor  of  our 
whole  manhood.  Recreation,  there- 
fore, may  be  called  a  duty  to  one- 
self, and  a  condition  of  continuance 
in  effective  work.  Amusement  at  one 
time  meant  mere  bewilderment,  and 
sometimes  deception;  to-day  it  stands 
for  those  pleasures  which  demand  the 
least  effort,  whether  of  mind  or  body, 
and  are  designed  to  pass  the  vacant 
hours  in  enjoyment.  Amusement 
may  be  commendable  or  blame- 
worthy. That  depends  on  its  char- 
acter. Frivolity,  on  the  other  hand, 
is  a  mere  killing  of  time  by  senseless 
occupation,  the  dissipation  of  energy 
for  immediate  gratification,  witn  no 
results  beyond  itself,  resulting  in  a 
weakening  of  the  moral  fibre  by  a 
satiety  which  ever  seeks  new  dis- 
traction.—C.  W.  U.  Bulletin. 

! THE  FIELD  AT  HOME! 

X  A   publication   devoted   to   the  X 

❖  activities  of  the  Sisters  of  Ser-  ❖ 
X  vice  in  the  Home  Mission  Field  % 
♦>  of  Canada.  ♦> 
£           Price  $1.00  a  year.  £ 

%    Each  subscription  helps  the  % 

♦>  Missions.  ♦:♦ 

❖  ❖ 
♦*■•  ***  •$»  ••*«  «}»  »♦«  •$»     *.♦«  *j«  »j«  »j»  •$»  •?«  •$«  •$«  ».♦«  »j«  »$«  »j» 
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Ways  in  Which  You  Can 
Work  for  the 

S  ALVATION 

Of 
Souls 

1.  Renew  your  subscription  to 
the  "Field  at  Home."  Every 
$1.00  helps. 

2.  Send  us  stamps  for  the  mail- 
ing of  religious  instruction  to 
poor  children  in  isolated  dis- 
tricts. 

3.  Collect  holy  pictures,  medals, 
rosaries,  prayer  books  and 
New  Testaments  for  distribu- 
tion among  our  Catholic  peo- 
ple in  the  Far  "West. 

4.  Keep  a  sanctuary  light  burn- 
ing in  one  of  our  missions. 

5.  Donate  linens,  or  hospital 
supplies  to  our  little  hospit- 
als in  the  West. 

6.  Provide  a  white  dress  and 
veil  for  the  use  of  chil- 
dren prepared  for  First  Com- 
munion during  catechetical 
tours.  Often  these  little  ones 
have  nothing  appropriate  to 
wear  on  this  "Big  Day"  of 
their  lives. 

7.  Resolve  to  pray  EVERY  DAY 
for  the  missions. 

8.  Adopt  a  Catholic  family  to 
whom  you  will  remail  Catho- 
lic literature.  In  this  way 
you  will  be  participating  in 
the  Apostolate  of  the  Press. 
Our  Sisters  in  Regina  will 
gladly  supply  names  and  ad- 
dresses of  families  who  will 
be  most  grateful  for  your  Ca- 
tholic magazines  and  papers 
after  you  have  read  them.  The 
address  is:  2220  Cameron 
St.,  Regina,  Sask. 


IT  IS  MICH  EASIER  TO  BE  CRITICAL  THAN  TO  BE  CORRECT. 
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SISTERS  OF  SERVICE  NOVITIATE 

A  POSTULANT'S  IMPRESSIONS 
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S.O.S.  NOVITIATE 


THE  great  decision  was  made.  I  was  actual- 
ly at  the  gate  of  the  S.O.S.  Novitiate.  Noth- 
ing need  be  said  of  the  hopes  and  fears,  the 
doubts  and  struggles  preceding  this  important 
step — they  are  the  common  experience  of  all  who 
aspire  to  a  life  of  renunciation  for  love  of  God 
and  souls. 

Having  paid  the  taxi  driver,  we  proceeded  up 
the  walk.  "This  is  your  new  home,"  said  my  com- 
panion, the  Sister  who  had  met  me  at  the  sta- 
tion. I  did  not  answer,  for  my  eyes  and  my 
heart  were  intent  on  the  stately  brick  building 
in  its  charming  setting  of  trees  and  shrubs,  beau- 
tiful with  the  first  bloom  of  spring. 

The  novice  who  opened  the  door  assumed 
charge  of  me  and  my  belongings  in  a  very  busi- 
ness-like manner.  I  was  immediately  taken  to 
the  chapel.  "At  last!"  I  whispered,  as  my  spirit 
thrilled  at  the  assurance  that  henceforth  I  should 
have  the  privilege  of  living  under  the  same  roof 
w  ith  our  Eucharistic  Lord. 

In  a  few  minutes  I  was  summoned  to  the  par- 
lour. Three  other  postulants  were  waiting  there, 
but  before  we  had  time  to  get  acquainted,  the 
Novice  Mistress  entered  and  greeted  us  warmly 
and  graciously.  We  were  then  taken  to  the  sew- 
ing room  and  given  our  postulants'  dress.   A  little 


later,  in  the  common  room,  we  met  Sister  General 
who  with  a  few  well-chosen  words  of  welcome, 
bestowed  on  each  of  us  the  white  veil  of  a  postu- 
lant. 

After  night  prayers  I  was  taken  to  my  sleep- 
ing apartments  by  a  novice  who  seemed  strangely 
silent.  However,  I  was  too  sleepy  and  tired  from 
the  stress  of  new  emotions  to  pay  much  attention, 
and  in  a  very  short  time  I  was  wrapped  in  dream- 
less slumber. 

Ting-a-ling!  Ting-a-ling !  Ting-a-ling!  I  woke 
with  a  start.  Where  was  that  awful  bell?  And 
why  should  it  be  ringing  at  such  an  unearthly 
hour?  Having  decided  that  the  bell  could  not  be 
any  concern  of  mine,  I  was  just  settling  down  to 
resume  my  disturbed  rest,  when  my  attention 
was  caught  by  strange  sounds  issuing  from  the 
direction  of  the  novice  who  shared  the  apartment. 

"Could  she  be  talking  to  me?"  I  wondered, 
half -sleepily.  "I  don't  intend  carrying  on  a  con- 
versation in  the  middle  of  the  night;  she  can  just 
wait  until  morning."  But  the  soft  murmur  con- 
tinued, and  I  couldn't  shut  it  out.  Presently  1 
began  to  distinguish  words:  "...  the  Holy  Ghost 
Who  has  called  me  to  the  religious  life  .  .  .  has 
conferred  on  me  so  many  graces  .  .  .'' 

"Good  gracious!"  I  exclaimed  inwardly.  "She 


NATURE  HAS  GIVEN  US  TWO  EARS,  HUT  ONLY  ONE  MOUTH. 
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must  be  a  real  saint."  Such  pious  sentiments  ex- 
pressed in  the  middle  of  the  night  simply  over- 
powered me  and  sleep  was  effectually  banished. 
At  this  juncture  the  novice  appeared  at  my  bed- 
side and  by  various  gestures  intimated  that  I 
should  arise.  Not  being  accustomed  to  arguing 
at  unreasonabale  hours,  I  concluded  it  was  best 
to  comply,  and  I  was  soon  struggling  into  gar- 
ments that  seemed  possessed  with  the  very  spirit 
of  contradiction.  In  the  midst  of  the  serious 
business  of  attaching  collar  to  dress,  both  collar 
buttons  slipped  through  my  clumsy  fingers  and 
rolled  in  different  directions — one  far  under  the 
bed  and  the  other  beneath  the  dresser. 

"With  undignified  haste  I  descended  to  the  floor 
in  sea reli  of  the  fugitives.  On  emerging  from 
under  the  bed,  it  seemed  to  me  that  I  heard  a 
suppressed  giggle.  Looking  upwards  I  saw  my 
novice  companion  holding  in  her  hand  the  other 
button.  But  her  face  was  quite  serious  and,  re- 
membering the  saintly  orisons  overheard  a  few 
moments  earlier,  I  decided  the  giggle  had  exist- 
ed only  in  my  imagination.  With  a  skilled  tech- 
nique that  commanded  my  wondering  admira- 
tion, Sister  adjusted  collar,  cuffs  and  veil,  and 
then,  still  as  silent  as  the  grave,  led  the  way  to 
the  chapel.  Passing  the  large  grandfather  clock 
at  the  head  of  the  stairs,  I  was  relieved  to  find  it 
was  not  midnight,  but  only  very  early  morning. 

Prayers  began  almost  as  soon  as  we  entered 
the  chapel,  and  I  really  followed  them  with  strict 
attention,  appreciating  the  privilege  of  praying 
before  Jesus  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  so  early  in 
the  morning.  The  points  of  Meditation  were 
read,  but  although  I  considered  the  sentiments 
beautiful,  actual  meditation  was  far  beyond  me. 
However.  I  meditated  in  my  own  way,  something 
like  this:  "Wonder  who  read  that  meditation; 
she  surely  has  a  beautiful  voice  .  .  .  she  must  sing 
beautifully  .  .  .  (found  out  later  she  couldn't  sing 


A  Stitch  in  Time  Stares  Nine. 


a  note)  .  .  .  How  long  do  we  have  to  sit  here  do- 
ing nothing?  .  .  .  think  I'll  slip  out  and  make  my 
bed  .  .  .  better  not  .  .  .  can't  say  what  might  hap- 
pen .  .  .  My,  that  Sister  at  the  end  of  the  pew 
looks  solemn  .  .  .  must  be  thinking  of  her  last 
end  .  .  .  that's  a  pleasant-looking  novice  in  the 
far  corner  .  .  .  hope  I  meet  her  soon." 

Breakfast  followed  immediately  after  Mass 
and  thanksgiving,  and  I  was  delighted  to  find 
myself  placed  at  the  same  table  with  the  novice 
who  had  impressed  me  so  favourably  during  medi- 
tation. As  soon  as  grace  was  said  and  everyone 
seated,  I  thought  I  would  take  advantage  of  the 
occasion  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  my  com- 
panions. At  the  sound  of  my  voice  a  preterna- 
tural atmosphere  enveloped  the  room  and  all 
therein.  Each  of  my  words  (although  spoken  in 
an  ordinary  tone)  seemed  to  have  penetrated  to 
the  farthest  corner.  I  stopped  uncertainly  in  the 
middle  of  my  sentence,  puzzled  by  the  look  of 
mingled  amusement  and  dismay  on  the  faces 
around  me.  "We're  not  supposed  to  talk  now," 
whispered  the  novice  whose  acquaintance  I  was 
so  desirous  of  making.  This  was  my  introduction 
to  conventual  silence,  and  I  was  not  long  in 
learning  that  in  Novitiates  there  is  a  time  to 
speak  and  a  time  to  be  silent. 

A  few  days  after  my  arrival,  I  said  to  one  of 
the  novices:  "What  do  we  ever  do  here  to  put 
in  the  time  until  we  are  ready  to  leave  for  the 
missions?''  She  smiled  and  said :  "Oh,  just  what- 
ever we  are  told  to  do."  I  couldn't  for  the  life  of 
me  see  how  any  Novice  Mistress  could  keep  22 
of  us  busy  from  6  a.m.  until  10  p.m.  for  seven 
days  of  the  week  for  a  year  and  a  half.  Never- 
theless, it  was  not  long  until  I.  with  all  the  others, 
was  often  heard  to  say:  "When  shall  I  ever  find 
time  to  learn  all  the  things  that  are  necessary 
while  we  are  in  the  Novitiate?" 

There  is  so  much  to  be  learned  about  the  man- 
ual work  of  the  house.  First 
under  the  direction  of  a  senior 
novice,  and  later  to  assume  re- 
sponsibility of  the  laundry,  the 
kitchen,  and  even  the  sacristy, 
means  that  ane  must  use  all 
one's  powers  of  observation 
and  concentration.  The  course 
in  Gregorian  Chant,  by  Dr. 
Ronan.  and  Dr.  Bennett's  work 
in  Methods  of  Teaching  Reli- 
gion, together  with  other  ne- 
cessary studies,  provide  ample 
scope  for  mental  gymnastics. 
However,  recreation  is  not 
overlooked.  One  hour  each 
day  must  be  spent  in  the  fresh 
air,  and  on  Thursdays  a  long 
walk  is  enjoyed.  Badminton  is 
very  popular  from  early  spring 
to  late  fall. 


KVIL  IS  WKOKiHT  BY  WANT  OF  THOl'CHT  AS  WELL  AS  WANT  OF  HKAUT. 
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Novices  and  Postulants  at  Work  in  the  Garden. 

Tn  a  few  weeks  I  shall  be  receiving  the  habit. 
How  delighted  I  am  at  the  prospect  of  exchang- 
ing my  black  dress  for  the  grey  habit  of  the 
S.O.S. !  Oh,  how  hard  1  shall  try  to  be  a  good 
novice  and  to  make  the  most  of  the  time  given  us 
to  lay  a  strong  spiritual  foundation  in  preparation 
for  the  life  of  active  service  to  which  our  lives 
are  to  be  devoted! 

When  T  see  about  ms  the  happy  group  of  five 
novices  who  have  completed  the  two  and  a  half 
years  of  Novitiate  and  will  make  Profession  on 
the  day  that  I  receive  the  habit,  I  almost  wish 
T  were  among  them.  They  seem  so  delighted  that 
they  have  reached  their  objective — the  renuncia- 
tion of  themselves  for  love  of  Christ  and  those 
souls  in  abandoned  areas  for  whom  He  died. 
However,  1  realize  that  T  have  much  to  learn  and 
many  faults  to  overcome  before  that  Day  of  days 
arrives  for  me,  but  in  the  meantime  the  expecta- 
tion of  attaining  such  happiness  will  assist  me  in 
surmounting  all  difficulties.  May  God  grant  me 
the  grace  of  perseverance! 


A  STORY  OF  HOLY  FRIENDSHIP. 

From  the  Blessed  Martin  Guild,  141  East  65th 
Street,  New  York,  we  received  recently  a  copy 
of  a  book  entitled  "Blessed  Diana  and  Blessed 
Jordan  of  Saxony  of  the  Order  of  Preachers,"  by 
Reverend  Norbert  Georges,  O.P.,  S.T.L.  We  have 
read  this  book  with  sustained  interest,  and  having 
enjoyed  its  human  appeal  and  supernatural  charm, 
it  is  with  pleasure  that  we  recommend  the  story 
to  our  readers. 

The  fir  st  part  of  the  book  describes  the  steady 
climb  of  an  ardent  soul  up  the  ladder  of  perfec- 
tion under  the  prudent  direction  of  a  true  friend 
who  strove  to  help  her  to  become  ever  more 
worthy  of  her  sacred  dignity  as  a  spouse  of 
Christ.  The  second  part  contains  the  Letters  in 
which  this  spiritual  direction  was  given. 


SHIPS  THAT  PASS 

ALBERTA,  July— our  last  day  in  the  little 
settlement  of  Sunnybrook.  Old  Jim  hitch- 
ed to  the  buggy.  The  long,  white  ribbon 
of  a  country  road  st  retching  up-hill  and  down-dale 
before  us.  Bluebirds  on  the  wing,  miles  of  yel- 
lowing grainfislds.  Pigeon  Lake  shimmering  in 
the  sunlit  distance.  As  we  breathe  in  the  sweet 
inrushing  country  air,  our  hearts  rise  in  glad  ex- 
hilaration and  we  say :  "T'would  be  hard  not  to 
pray  with  all  nature  so  clamorous  of  its  Creator." 
The  collie  scampers  along  at  the  wheel,  making 
wild  dashes  at  stray  gophers  who  scurry  across  the 
path  for  dear  life.  At  the  brown  waters  of  the 
creek  he  recognizes  the  home  herd  of  cows  with 
their  clanging  bells,  and  deserts  us  for  them. 

We  nose  up  from  the  side  trail  on  to  the  high- 
way. There  is  evidence  of  life  ahead  and  behind 
us.  We  take  our  place  in  the  procession  that  is 
heading  for  catechism.  Most  are  on  horseback, 
some  in  buggies,  others  in  democrats,  those  walk- 
ing have  evidently  been  given  a  lift.  The  green 
of  Butler's  catechism  is  everywhere  in  evidence. 
The  horses  vie  with  each  other  to  keep  the  lead 
and  carry  the  procession  along  at  a  brisk  canter. 
Fathers  wave  to  us  from  the  fields,  mothers  with 
their  little  ones  watch  us  from  the  doorways  of 
whitewashed  mud  cottages,  standing  so  clean 
among  the  trees. 

We  are  nearing  "Long  Hill"  now;  the  horses 
slow  down  and  bend  their  glossy  necks  for  the 
pull  upwards.  As  one  takes  the  opportunity  to 
look  at  these  tine  growing  boys  and  girls,  so  as 
to  fix  the  memory  of  them  in  one's  mind,  one 
thinks  how  proud  any  Church  might  be  to  claim 
them.  Wonders  also,  if  Catholic  Canada  really 
comprehends  how  vast  the  numbers  of  these  chil- 
dren are  throughout  the  four  provinces  of  the 
West.  Lovable,  sunny-hearted,  their  noise  comes 
back  to  us — snatches  of  hymns,  bits  of  prayer  be- 
ing memorized,  chattel-,  banter,  and  amusing  brag- 
gadocio from  the  boys.  Their  utter  freedom  from 
abiding  care,  their  whole-hearted  mirth  is  infec- 
tious. 

The  top  of  the  hill  is  reached — shouts  of  tri- 
umph !  Those  ahead  wave  back  to  us  in  pretended 
farewell  as  they  disappear  over  the  brow  and 
down  the  decline  on  the  other  side.  Wholesome, 
sun-tanned  faces  wreathed  in  smiles — Alberta's 
children!  ^ 


Keep  three  lamps  burning — faith,  hope  and 
charity  —  before  the  Presence  of  God  in  your 
heart. 


To  learn  the  lessons  of  courtesy  we  need  to 
practice  it  every  day. 


PRAY  DEVOUTLY,  BI  T  HAMMUR  STOUTLY. 
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SENTINELS  AT  THE  GATE 

S.O.S.  WELCOMES  SUDETEN  REFUGEES 


i  i 
i  I 

I  I 
1  I 
i  I 


i  i 

i  I 

I  I 
I  1 
I  I 
I  I 


i  l  I 


i  I  i 
I  I  I 

i  i  i 


i  i 
i  i 


I  i 
i  i 


i  i  i 


Sister  of  Service  Welcomes  Rufletens  at  Montreal. 


FOR  the  past  few  months  immigration  activity 
at  the  ports  has  been  intensified  by  the  de- 
cision to  bring  refugee  Sudeten  German  fam- 
ilies to  Canada,  in  order  that  they  may  be  given 
an  opportunity  to  start  life  anew  in  a  free  coun- 
try, far  from  the  grim  shadow  of  Nazi  persecu- 
tion. 

This  movement  is  being  financed  by  the  British 
Committee  for  Refugees,  which  is  paying  the  pas- 
sage of  these  Sudeten  families  to  western  farm 
lands  and  giving  each  family  a  "stake''  of  $1,000. 
The  men  will  be  settled  on  the  new  lands  under 
the  supervision  of  Canadian  instructors. 

The  first  two  groups  of  Sudetens  arrived  in 
Montreal  on  April  17th.  As  navigation  of  the  St. 
Lawrence  was  not  then  feasible,  they  were  landed 
at  St.  John  and  brought  to  Montreal  in  coaches. 
The  84  people  represented  25  families,  one  group 
being  destined  to  the  Peace  River  district  and  the 
other  to  Saskatchewan. 

Our  Sisters  were  at  the  station  to  greet  these 
exiles  and  make  them  feel  at  once  that  Holy  Mo- 
ther Church  has  a  welcome  for  them  in  this  new 
country.   We  quote  from  a  letter  written  by  a  Sis- 


ter in  Montreal  the  day  after  the  arrival  of  these 

first  two  groups. 

"After  receiving  the  lists  with  the  names 
of  these  poor  people,  we  went  on  the  special 
coaches  to  find  out  who  was  who,  as  religion 
was  not  stated  on  the  list.  We  questioned  each 
family  and  found  that  the  great  majority  are 
Catholic.  They  seem  to  be  such  good  people. 
Most  of  them  speak  Czech  or  German,  also 
some  English.  It  is  surprising  how  much  Eng- 
lish they  learned  during  their  few  months  in 
England.  One  could  not  help  feeling  sorry 
to  see  these  brave  people,  who  have  been  forced 
to  leave  home,  relatives  and  friends.  One  man 
to  whom  we  were  speaking  told  us  with  tears 
in  his  eyes  of  the  lovely  Catholic  Church  they 
had  left,  behind.  They  were  all  very  anxious 
to  learn  everything  possible  about  that  part 
of  the  country  to  which  they  were  destined." 

On  their  way  West  these  families  were  met  and 
welcomed  by  our  Sisters  when  their  train  stopped 
for  a  few  hours  at  Edmonton;  the  priests  in 
charge  at  Tupper,  Peace  River,  and  St.  Walburg, 
Sask.,  their  final  destinations,  were  notified  of 
their  arrival. 

The  same  kindly  attention  has  been  given  the 
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A  Sudeten  Family. 


numerous  subsequent  arrivals,  so  that  at  the  very 
outset  of  their  new  life  in  this  land  of  freedom 
these  courageous  Catholic  exiles  will  be  in  con- 
tact with  and  under  the  guiding  care  of  the 
Church  of  their  baptism. 

s.o.s. 


MOTHERS'  CLUB  IN  HALIFAX  HOSTEL. 

Ia  Halifax  Hostel  the  Mothers'  Club  celebrated 
the  close  of  the  season  by  a  bingo  party,  held  at 
the  hostel.  Refreshments  were  donated  by  the 
Catholic  Women's  League,  also  a  prize  for  each 
mother.  Twenty-eight  mothers  were  present  and 
Benediction  was  given  before  the  party  started. 

At  the  close  of  the  evening  there  was  a  draw- 
ing for  eight  quilts  the  mothers  had  made  during 
the  winter,  some  of  which  were  very  attractive. 


Hold  yourself  responsible  for  a  higher  stand- 
ard than  is  expected  of  you.  Never  excuse  your- 
self. Never  pity  yourself.  Be  a  hard  master  to 
yourself — and  be  lenient  to  others. 

NO  DUTY  IS  MORE  URGENT  TT 


"A  Winged  Escort" 

When  the  ocean-liners  put  out  to  sea  the 
gulls  rise  from  the  sprawling  swells  of  the 
deep  to  escort  them  to  their  destination. 

Every  day  from  our  two  Catechetical 
centres  of  Regina  and  Edmonton  lessons  go 
forth  "by  mail"  to  hundreds  of  children 
scattered  throughout  the  West.  The  stamps 
are  like  the  wing's  of  those  messages  of  sal- 
vation to  our  poor  Catholic  children.  They 
carry  them  to  their  destination. 

By  sending  us  money  to  buy  Stamps  you 
become  that  "winged  escort"  which  accom- 
panies the  Ship  of  Peter  to  those  distant 
ports  where  our  Catholic  children  anxiously 
await  its  arrival.  To  thousands  it  is  the  only 
means  of  receiving  instruction.  On  it  de- 
pends largely  the  preservation  of  their  Faith, 
and.  very  often  of  that  of  the  whole  family. 

Send  us  Stamps  for  our  Catechetical  Cor- 
respondence Course  and  become  "the  winged 
escort"  of  the  Church  in  Canada's  mission 
field.  G.D. 


MISSION  HELPERS 

OUR  Sisters  at  St.  John's  Hospital,  Edson,  re- 
cently had  two  delightful  surprises  which 
we  wish  to  acknowledge  with  thanks.  One 
was  a  box  of  clothing  from  the  Catholic  Women's 
League,  of  St.  John's,  Quebec ;  the  other  a  splen- 
did assortment  of  hospital  supplies  from  the 
C.W.L  of  Waterloo,  Ont. 

In  our  last  issue  we  had  the  pleasure  of  ac- 
knowledging a  generous  contribution  of  warm 
clothing  from  the  Waterloo  Subdivision  on  behalf 
of  the  poor  Catholics  in  Saskatchewan.  This  time 
their  charity  expressed  itself  in  what  we  think 
was  a  "hospital  shower.''  Every  single  article  in 
the  collection  is  not  only  useful  but  needful  in 
our  hospitals,  and  we  are  sincerely  grateful  for 
this  serviceable  contribution.  The  following  item- 
ized list  of  the  Waterloo  donation  may  serve  as 
a.  guide  and  an  inspiration  to  others  who  desire 
to  help  our  missions. 

9  cards  safety  pins;  GO  cakes  soap;  6  jars  vase- 
line; 1  jar  cold  cream;  7  cans  boracic  acid;  24  cans 
talcum;  10  bottles  iodine;  2  boxes  Oxo;  4  boxes 
Kleenex;  1  box  of  instruments;  11  rolls  adhesive; 
9  rolls  gauze;  3  rolls  absorbent;  2  hot  water  bottles; 
1  hospital  table;  38  wash  cloths;  14  towels;  8  pairs 
pillow  cases;  1  pair  sheets;  5  woollen  blankets;  1  bale 
old  linen;  11  nurses'  aprons;  1  baby  set— cap  and 
bootees;  iy2  doz.  diapers;  iy2  doz.  bands;  19 
nighties;  1  pair  bandage  scissors;  1  juice  extractor. 

THAT  OE  RETURNING  THANKS. 
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Building  Men  for  God 

THE  morning  passed,  swiftly  as  always.  It 
is  mid-afternoon  now,  the  sun  is  warm  with 
growth,  and  the  drowse  of  heat  lies  over 
hill,  field  and  bush.  We  are  gathered  in  the 
church,  Sister  looking'  after  the  girls,  myself  the 
hoys.  The  children  are  all  busily  engaged  exam- 
ining their  consciences  in  preparation  for  First 
( 'onfession. 

My  companion  taps  we  on  the  shoulder,  and 
whispers:  "Sister,  those  boys  are  wriggling  all 
over  the  place." 

"But  they're  BOYS,  and  they  are  thinking, 
that's  why  they  wriggle." 

"I  know,"  she  conceded,  "but  I'm  afraid  they'll 
disturb  the  girls — so  please!"  Oh,  the  power  of 
mild  insistence;  it  always  wins.  I  smile  in  quiet 
amusement.  Sister  returns  to  her  place,  smiling 
— and  satisfied. 

"Oome,  boys,  we'll  go  outside  now."  The  ef- 
fort to  bring  back  their  thoughts  is  obvious.  They 
rise  and  file  out  boy  fashion — some  twenty-seven 
of  them.  The  girls  are  thoroughly  distracted  now, 
if  ever,  as  half  a  dozen  dogs  come  yelping  with 
delight  to  meet  their  lords  and  masters.  The 
door  is  closed  on  our  heels. 

We  head  for  the  nearby  bush.  It  is  cool  and 
shady  there,  but  the  ground  is  rough.  Those  in 
the  lead  select  a  corner  and  secure  a  fallen  log 
for  my  seat.  I  think  that  perhaps  they  have  fin- 
ished their  preparation  and  question  them  to 
that  effect,  but  the  answer  is — no,  they  need  more 
time.  I  sit  down,  rosary  in  hand.  They  kneel 
around,  with  such  informality,  so  much  trust, 
that  my  heart  is  touched.  A  mist  rises  between 
me  and  the  green  of  the  trees,  but  only  for  a  mo- 
ment— a  field  mouse  is  on  my  lap!" 

The  mischievous,  laughter-loving  eyes  have 
grown  serious  again.  The  business  on  hand  is 
serious,  so  their  attitude  must  be  in  keeping.  The 
hush  in  the  bush  deepens,  a  gopher  scampers  past, 
a  bird  chirps  saucily.  I  think  of  those  exquisite 
lines  of  Robert  Hugh  Benson: 

"To  the  world  the  Church  appears  as  a 
queen  controlling  giant  forces,  but  to  her  chil- 
dren, her  own,  she  is  ever  "Mother"  Church. 
She  fingers  the  soul  hurts  of  even  her  tiniest 
sons,  listens  to  their  infinitesimal  sorrows,  de- 
sires passionately  that  they  grow  up  as  princes 
should.  Superbly  she  knows  how  to  speak  to 
them  of  their  Saviour;  how  to  tell  the  stories 
of  His  fearless  enterprises  and  glorious  ex- 
ploits. She  kindles  the  heart  as  well  as  the 
head.  She  alone,  in  fact,  is  perfectly  familiar 
with  the  individual  soul,  and  this  because  she 
is  as  wide  as  the  world,  as  old  as  the  ages,  as 
great-hearted  as  God." 


A  car  can  be  heard  honking  in  the  far  dis- 
tance. The  sound  travels  clearly  through  the 
country  quiet.  The  group  recognize  it  as  the 
priest's  signal;  heads  are  raised.  One  scans  the 
young  faces  with  a  sigh  of  relief.  There  is  no 
shadow  of  craven  fear,  only  the  uplifted  look — 
the  joy  of  purpose. 

A  tug  at  my  elbow.  "Sister,  that  car's  travel- 
ling some — guess  we'd  better  beat  it  over  to  the 
church."  A  nod,  and  away  they  go,  the  dogs  at 
their  heels.  Watching  them,  I  cannot  but  think 
— what  of  the  future?  Their  chances  are  so  few. 
Will  the  man  be  found — even  as  the  boy — humbly 
confessing  his  sins  ?   God  grant  it ! 

S.O.S. 


HOSTEL  GRANDCHILDREN. 


At  the  Spring  Concert,  given  by  the  members  of  St. 
Anthony's  Club.  Toronto  Hostel,  on  May  10th.  these  little 
ones,  children  of  our  married  hostel  girls,  were  amusing- 
ly capivating  in   their  charming  portrayal  of  various 

Nursery  Rhymes. 


FINAL  PROFESSIONS  AT  EDSON. 

Tn  the  lovely  month  of  June,  on  the  beautiful 
Feast  of  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help,  four  of  our 
Sisters  had  the  happy  privilege  of  making  per- 
petual vows  in  the  convent  chapel  of  our  Edson 
hospital.  The  eight-day  Retreat  preceding  the 
final  profession  ceremony  was  preached  by  Rev. 
Father  O'Hare,  C.NS.R, 

The  Sisters  who  made  final  vows  are  Sister 
Mary  Regan,  Toronto;  Sister  Stella  Dube,  Blind 
River,  Out.;  Sister  Mary  O'Kane,  Scotland;  Sister 
Ruth  Mill.  Quebec. 


Where  much  is  given,  much  shall  be  required. 
There  are  never  privileges  to  enjoy  without  cor- 
responding duties  to  fulfil. 
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HE  FIELD  AFAR" 


NATIVE  CLERGY 

RANKS  of  the  native  Priests  in  the  foreign 
missions  are  steadily  growing.  There  are 
now  .'540  seminaries  for  the  training  of  na- 
tive young  men  who  aspire  to  the  priesthood,  and 
of  this  number  76  are  institutions  where  theology 
is  taught.  In  the  latter,  called  major  seminaries, 
there  are  enrolled,  in  the  beginning  of  the  pre- 
sent school  year,  3,373  young  men.  In  the  pre- 
paratory seminaries, — that  is,  institutions  includ- 
ing the  high  school  and  college  departments,  there 
were  11 , 7 ! ) .">  students  enrolled.  During  the  past 
year  the  number  of  seminarians  ordained  to  the 
priesthood  in  these  institutions  was  267. 

China  stands  highest  in  the  number  of  native 
seminarians,  having  altogether  (including  Man- 
ehukuo  and  Mongolia)  4,361  seminarians.  The 
large  enrollment  in  China  is  attributed  in  great 
part  to  the  system  of  regional  seminaries. 

The  largest  number  of  vocations  in  propor- 
tion to  territory  is  claimed  by  Indo-China.  In 
this  country  there  are  28  seminaries,  with  a  total 
enrollment  of  more  than  2,200  young  men. 

Africa,  where  the  training  of  native  seminar- 
ians is  a  comparatively  recent  development,  is 
close  behind  China  in  the  total  number  of  young 
men  enrolled  in  institutions  of  study  for  the  priest- 
hood. The  total  number  of  students  in  Africa  is 
more  than  4,200. 

The  support  of  seminaries  for  native  voca- 
tions in  the  foreign  mission  lands  is  the  special 
activity  of  the  Pontifical  Society  of  St.  Peter  the 
Apostle,  and  the  statistics  just  given  are  taken 
from  the  annual  report  of  this  organization.  Al- 
though new  seminaries  are  needed  at  the  present 
time,  the  Society  finds  it  impossible  to>  begin  work 
upon  them  because  of  lack  of  funds.  All  of  its 
present  resources  are  needed  for  the  maintenance 
of  students  in  the  already  established  seminaries. 
Even  for  this  very  vital  purpose  the  amount  of 


money  available  last  year  was  surprizingly  small, 
—$500,000  for  all  of  the  foreign  mission  lands. 
This  is  an  average  of  $35  per  year  per  seminarian. 

Commenting  upon  this,  a  writer  for  the  Fides 
Service  says:  "The  condition  of  our  mission  sem- 
inaries and  the  sacrifices  being  made  by  both  mis- 
sionaries and  students  to  form  a  native  clergy 
prompt  a  fervent  appeal  of  the  Pontifical  So- 
ciety which  has  been  organized  to  aid  them;  the 
spectacle  of  these  thousands  of  young  natives 
struggling  to  reach  the  goal  of  the  priesthood 
cannot  fail  to  touch  the  hearts  of  Catholics 
throughout  the  world." — The  Shield. 


THE  HOLY  CHILDHOOD 

The  Holy  Childhood  is  an  association  for  Cath- 
olic children  which  aims  at  interesting  them  in 
the  work  of  the  missions  and  especially  that  part 
of  it  which  has  to  do  with  the  welfare  of  children 
in  pagan  countries.  The  charity  usually  proposed 
to  the  children  in  Catholic  schools  by  this  or- 
ganization is  the  rescue  and  maintenance  of  or- 
phans. In  some  pagan  countries  there  still  pre- 
vails the  custom  of  destroying  little  babies  soon 
after  they  are  born,  and  part  of  the  work  of  Cath- 
olic Sisters  in  these  places  is  to  save  these  babies, 
to  baptize  them  and  to  bring  them  up  in  orphan- 
ages. To  help  in  this  work  is  the  aim  of  the 
Holy  Childhood.  Like  the  Propagation  of  the 
Faith,  the  Holy  Childhood  is  established  through- 
out the  world.  The  central  government  of  the  As- 
sociation is  in  Paris. 


GERMAN  MISSIONARIES 

Germany  has  given  to  the  Foreign  missions 
3,673  missionaries:  999  priests.  672  Brothers  and 
2,002  Sisters.  They  are  scattered  through  50 
missions  in  the  Field  Afar. 


HVHRY  IS  THK  ENEMY  OF  ACCOMPLISHMENT. 
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STORY  TELLERS  IN  CHINA 

THE  story-teller,  or  as  he  is  popularly  called 
by  the  Chinese,  "The  Narrator  of  Ancient 
History,"  is  really  the  historian  of  the  com- 
mon people.  Without  him,  the  history  of  the  past 
and  the  story  of  great  men  that  lived  in  ancient 
times,  and  the  deeds  of  heroism,  and  the  revolu- 
tions of  dynasties,  would  all  be  lost  in  oblivion. 
The  great  mass  of  the  Chinese  are  absolutely 
illiterate,  and  cannot  read  the  books  that  con- 
tain the  stories  of  the  past.  The  story-teller 
comes  in  to  supply  the  lack  of  learning,  and  he 
recounts  the  tales  of  great  battles  that  Avere 
fought  in  the  dawn  of  Chinese  history,  and  he 
tells  of  the  struggles  that  the  Empire  has  had 
with  the  warlike  tribes  that  lay  along  the  north- 
ern frontiers  of  China,  and  in  vivid  word-paint- 
ing he  describes  the  heroes  and  sages  that  have 
played  so  mighty  a  part  in  the  building  up  of  the 
Middle  Kingdom.  It  is  entirely  due  to  him  that 
the  past  lives  in  the  thought  and  imagination  of 
the  men  of  to-day,  and  that  men's  blood  is  fired 
and  their  passions  moved  at  the  thought  of  the 
great  deeds  that  their  fathers  in  days  gone  by 
were  able  to  accomplish. 

These  men  are  accustomed  to  come  out  every 
afternoon  when  the  weather  permits  and  take 
their  positions  in  some  well-known  public  resort, 
and  recount  their  stories  to  the  groups  of  people 
that  very  soon  gather  round  to  listen  to  them. 
Their  favourite  place  is  in  front  of  some  popular 
temple  towards  which  the  roads  converge,  and 
where  incessant  streams  of  people  pass  and  re- 
pass without  ever  ceasing  their  flow.  Some  of 
these  are  always  sure  to  stop  awhile  and  listen 
to  the  stirring  tales  that  never  seem  to  lose  their 
attraction  for  the  Chinese. 

The  story-teller  has  an  inexhaustible  store  of 
adventures,  romances  and  great  episodes  in  his- 
tory upon  which  to  draw.  Many  of  these  men 
are  real  artists  in  their  profession  and  they  can 
hold  their  hearers  spellbound  whilst  they  give 
a  realistic  picture  of  some  stirring  event  that 
happened  ages  ago,  or  of  some  great  catastrophe 
in  which  a  dynasty  disappeared  amidst  scenes  of 
carnage  and  bloodshed,  and  the  new  one  came 
in  to  the  sound  of  music  and  amidst  the  rejoic- 
ings of  a  nation.  —  China. 


CATHOLIC  POPULATION  OF  INDIA  NOW 

3,630,945 

The  eighty-second  annual  issue  of  the  Cath- 
olic Directory  of  India,  published  at  Madras, 
reports  that  the  Catholics  in  India,  Burma,  Cey- 
lon and  the  Malay  States  now  number  3,630,945. 
A  novel  feature  of  the  Directory  is  that  the 
number  of  catechumens  in  the  various  missions 
is  recorded  for  the  first  time,  the  total  coming  to 
114,363.  Only  29  dioceses  out  of  the  56  missions 
gave  statistics  of  their  converts  during  the  past 
year,  the  total  for  those  reporting  being  28,544. 

GOD  ALWAYS  HAS  AN  ANGEL  OF  HELP  FOR 


JESUITS  IN  THE  MISSION  FIELD 

In  1935  there  were  3.204  Jesuits  in  the  Mis- 
sion Field:  1,818  priests,  765  scholastics,  621 
Brothers. 

Of  this  number  712  are  natives  of  the  various 
mission-countries. 

This  is  certainly  a  wonderful  record! 


CATHOLIC   MISSIONARIES  THROUGHOUT 
THE  WORLD 

There  are  to-day  in  the  Mission  Field  of  the 
Catholic  Church  12,500  missionaries  and  30,000 
Sisters.  5,300  are  "native  born"  priests  and  18,000 
Sisters;  3,000,000  children  in  Catholic  schools; 
56,000  Churches  and  chapels. 


THE  CHURCH  IN  CHINA 

"Seldom  were  conditions  in  China  worse  than 
during  the  last  15  years,"  writes  Father  Conrad  in, 
O.F.M.,  editor  of  the  monthly  "Franciscans  in 
China,"  "but  during  this  period  the  Catholic 
Church  has  made  her  biggest  steps  forward;  as 
proof  of  this  you  need  only  recall  the  almost  mir- 
aculous number  of  conversions,  the  vast  number 
of  vocations  to  the  native  clergy  and  sisterhoods, 
the  unprecedented  number  of  foreign  Priests  and 
Sisters  answering  the  call  of  the  missions  during 

the  past  decade."  „,    01  .  . , 

— The  Shield. 


NATIVE  SISTERHOODS 

IN  recent  years,  largely  in  accordance  with 
the  policy  inaugurated  by  the  late  Holy 
Father,  Pius  XI,  native  sisterhoods  have  been 
organized  by  Missionaries  the  world  over.  Thus 
five  Novices  of  the  "Japanese  Sisters  of  Charity." 
founded  by  the  Salesian,  Fr.  Cavoli.  recently  took 
the  veil.  This  new  Congregation  developed  out 
of  the  local  Conference  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paul 
and  its  members  have  already  been  working 
amongst  the  old  people  and  orphans  in  the  hos- 
pice opened  by  the  Salesians  at  Miyazaki. 

At  the  same  time,  information  has  come  from 
Yuchow,  Hunan,  China,  that  the  first  nine  novices 
of  the  new  Congregation  of  Mission  Sisters  made 
their  first  vows  some  weeks  ago.  The  Congrega- 
tion has  its  special  patron  in  Blessed  Lucy  Yi. 
one  of  China's  Virgin  Martyrs.  There  are  no 
other  Sisters  in  Yuchow.  apart  from  these.  Much 
is,  therefore,  expected  from  this  foundation, 
which  was  started  by  the  Prefect  Apostolic,  MsgT, 
de  la  Calle,  O.E.S.A.  Their  principal  work  will 
be  to  assist  in  the  conversion  and  instruction  of 
Chinese  women. 

THOSE  WHO  ARE  WILLING  TO  DO  THEIR  REST. 
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,YE  THEREFORE  THE JQRD 
"OF  THE  HARVEST? 


For  the  Intentions  of  God  ^ 


HOW  tainted  with  selfishness  are  most  of 
the  offerings,  whether  of  prayer  or  morti- 
fication, that  ascend  daily  to  the  Throne 
of  Grace !  And  this  is  true  even  of  those  who  are 
sincere  lovers  of  Christ  and  who  really  desire  that 
in  them  God  may  be  glorified  in  all  things. 

We  are  so  attached  to  our  own  precious  desires 
and  intentions  that  almost  every  prayer  we  utter, 
every  act  of  self-denial  we  perform,  is  accom- 
panied by  the  stipulation — "For  this  .  .  ."  or  "For 
that  .  .  ."  Does  it  ever  occur  to  us  that,  if  dis- 
appointment were  possible  to  Divinity,  our  dear 
Lord  must  often  be  disappointed  to  find  so  many 
strings  attached  to  our  prayers  and  good  works? 

I  remember  once  seeing  a  young  nun,  recently 
professed,  doing  something  that  was  peculiarly 
distasteful  and  repugnant  to  nature.  She  did  it 
with  such  a  happy  light  in  her  eyes  that  I  couldn't 
resist  saying  to  her:  "I'm  sure,  Sister,  you're  of- 
fering that  up  for  something  very,  very  special !" 

The  smile  in  her  eyes  deepened  and  appeared 
also  on  her  lips  as  she  replied:  "Oh,  no,  I  never 
put  strings  on  the  gifts  I  offer  to  Our  Lord.  I 
just  say,  'All  for  Thee,  my  Jesus,'  and  He  knows 
that  means  He  can  do  whatever  He  likes  with  my 
poor  little  offerings." 

At  the  time  this  was  a  new  thought  to  me,  and 
I  wanted  to  hear  more  about  it.  "Don't  you  ever 
pray  for  anything  special  for  yourself,  your  re- 
latives, your  friends?"    I  enquired. 

"Oh,  yes,  but  this  is  the  way  I  manage  it.  When 
I  am  talking  to  our  Lord  after  Communion,  and 
at  other  times  during  the  day  when  my  work 
does  not  require  much  mental  attention,  I  tell 
Him  all  the  things  I  need  for  myself  and  for  oth- 
ers. I  tell  Him  that  I  have  promised  to  speak 
to  Him  about  So-and-So  and  about  this  or  that — 
and  then  I  leave  it  all  to  Him.  I  tell  Him  my  in- 
tentions and  sometimes  He  tells  me  His.  And  His 
intentions  are  always  so  BIG — the  welfare  of  the 
Church,  the  conversion  of  sinners,  grace  for  those 
being  severely  persecuted  or  tempted,  and  so  on. 


It  would  seem  so  selfish  to  offer  my  prayers  and 
sacrifices  for  some  little  personal  desire  when  He 
may  be  waiting  for  just  that  thing  to  bring  to 
fruition  some  wonderful  intention  of  His  own. 
So  I  always  leave  Him  free  to  do  what  He  likes 
with  anything  I  offer." 

Here  Sister  laughed  aloud  at  what  must  have 
been  a  puzzled  expression  on  my  face,  for  I  hap- 
pened to  know  there  were  certain  souls  in  her 
own  family  for  whose  conversion  she  constantly 
yearned  and,  too,  I  knew  many  people  who  had 
great  confidence  in  her  prayers  and  were  always 
asking  for  them.  "Well,  what  I  would  like  to 
know  is,  what  happens  to  your  own  intentions, 
since  you  never  offer  anything  specially  for 
them?" 

"The  dear  Lord  looks  after  them,  of  course. 
Since  I  make  His  intentions  mine  He  makes  mine 
His,  and  it's  really  extraordinary  how  He  never 
forgets  one  little  thing  I  leave  to  His  keeping. 
Besides,''  and  here  the  corners  of  her  mouth  turn- 
ed up  irresistibly,  "think  of  how  much  trouble  it 
saves  me.  I  never  have  to  consider  how  many 
prayers  I'll  offer  for  this,  or  what  mortifications 
for  that.  All  are  'For  the  intentions  of  God.' 
It's  the  spiritual  life  made  simple." 

She  left  me  then,  and  I  thought  how  pleasing 
to  God  such  simplicity  must  be.  Moreover,  I  re- 
gistered a  resolution  to  cut  the  usual  strings  from 
my  own  prayers,  works  and  sufferings.  The  re- 
sult in  the  way  of  spiritual  progress  has  been  so 
encouraging,  that  I  want  to  do  what  I  can  to  per- 
suade others  to  acquire  the  generous  habit  of  of- 
fering everything — "For  the  intentions  of  God." 

S.O.S. 


WHAT  WE  HOPE  TO  DO  WITH  EASE,  WE  MUST  FIRST  DO  WITH  DILIGENCE. 
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THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


Canada  Acclaims  Their  King  and  Queen 


AT  this  writing,  24th  of  May,  Canada  lias  be- 
come the  very  heart  of  the  British  Empire. 
Their  Majesties,  the  King  and  Queen,  are 
with  us.    Where  the  Crown  is,  there  is  the  heart 
of  the  British  Commonwealth  of  Nations. 

To-day,  from  the  city  of  Winnipeg-,  the  very 
geographical  centre  of  Canada,  King  George  VI 
lias  spoken  to  the  Empire.  In  England,  in  far-off 
India,  in  distant  Australia  and  New  Zealand,  un- 
der the  blazing  sun  of  South  Africa,  along  the 
rugged  coasts  of  Newfoundland,  all  eyes  were 
turned  to  Canada,  and  all  ears  were  listening  in 
to  the  message  of  His  Majesty.  Never  before  have 
the  unity  and  strength  of  the  "Commonwealth" 
been  better  exemplified  than  on  this  occasion. 
George  VI.  is  here  as  King  of  Canada.  To-day  he 
halts  his  triumphal  march  among  his  Canadian 
subjects  to  listen  to  the  tributes  of  honour  and 
loyalty  that  come  to  him  from  his  own  England 


and  from  all  the  Dominions  and  Colonies  over 
which  flies  the  Union  Jack. 

The  passage  of  Their  Majesties  through  Canada 
has  been  a  succession  of  triumphs.  Each  city 
vied  with  one  another  in  their  profession  of  loyal- 
ty and  the  expression  of  their  enthusiasm.  One 
may  say  our  Monarch  and  His  gracious  Consort 
were  carried  on  a  rising  tide  of  joyous  celebra- 
tions that  swept  from  "sea  to  sea."  Undoubtedly 
the  profound  sincerity  of  the  King  and  the  win- 
ning charm  of  the  Queen  made  easy  this  conquesl 
of  the  hearts  of  our  people. 

The  coming  to  Canada  was  indeed  "a  source 
of  abiding  joy  throughout  our  beloved  land."  as 
wrote  the  bishops  of  Ontario.  In  return,  we  are 
confident  that  the  memories  of  this  visit  will  re- 
main a  perennial  source  of  comfort  and  strength 
to  Their  Gracious  Majesties. 

GOD  SAVE  THE  KING ! 
Toronto,  May  24. 


WHAT  IS  DEFEAT?     NOTHING  BUT  THE  FIRST  STEP  TO  SOMETHING  BETTER. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 
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MARIAN  CRUSADERS 


shall  I  be?"  is  the  important  question.  Do  not 
fritter  away  the  best  years  of  your  life  aimlessly. 
Take  the  matter  up  with  your  Divine  Friend 
who  not  only  can  but  will  help  you  to  make  a 
wise  decision.  Listen  to  His  Voice  speaking  in 
Hie  quiet  depths  of  your  soul  and  then  —  in 
His  strength  —  be  ready  for  action  in  whatever 
part  of  the  Vineyard  His  Wisdom  may  have 
appointed. 

THE  CAPTAIN,  M.C. 


ACTIVE  CRUSADERS  OF  QUEBEC. 

First  as  Young  Missionaries  and  now  as 
Marian  Crusaders,  our  young'  friends  at  Quebec 
have  worked  constantly  and  zealously  for  the 
missions.  Every  year  they  send  a  box  of  useful 
clothing  to  one  of  our  needy  missions.  News  has 
just  reached  us  that  their  contribution  this  year 
has  been  gratefully  received  at  our  newest  mis- 
sion— Marquis,  Sask.  The  contents  of  this  box, 
we  are  sure,  represent  many  little  sacrifices.  We 
appreciate  tins  effort  on  behalf  of  our  missions, 
and  we  pray  that  each  Crusader  who  helped  to 
make  the  donation  possible  may  be  generously 
rewarded  by  Him  Who  said:  "If  you  did  it  to 
one  of  the  least  of  these,  you  did  it  unto  Me." 


Dear  Crusaders : — 

Vacation  days  are 
here,  and  I  know  you 
are  all  revelling  in  a 
sense  of  freedom  from 
study  and  worry  after 
long  months  of  hard 
work  in  the  classroom. 
Enjoy  your  holidays  to 
the  full,  for  rest  and 
\  relaxation  create  an  ap- 

\  petite  for  work,  and  if 

Hj         \  you  havs   spent  your 

\         vacation    wisely,  you 
V  will  be  eagerly  await- 

ing  Hie  return  to  Ilis- 
flfcfe,  tory.  Algebra,  Physics, 

Attention,  Crusaders!  etc. 

A  word  of  wa  I'll  ing 
may  not  be  amiss.  There  are  children  and  young 
people  who  get  the  idea  that  they  should  take  a 
vacation  from  God  as  well  as  from  their  studies. 
Religious  practice  to  them  is  somehow  associated 
with  the  school  year  and  when  that  is  over  pray- 
er books  are  closed  with  text  books.  They  never 
think  of  going  to  Mass  and  Communion;  even 
morning  and  evening  prayers  are  too  much  of 
an  effort.  "I'm  on  my  holidays!''  seems  to  be  a 
legitimate  excuse  for  living  the  life  of  a  pagan. 
What  if  God  should  give  Himself  a  holiday  from 
them  and  fail  to  supply  necessary  food  and 
clothes?  They  would  not  for  a  moment  care  to 
give  themselves  a  holiday  from  eating  and  drink- 
ing during  vacation  days,  yet  there  is  never  a 
thought  of  regret  for  the  starvation  inflicted  on 
their  poor  souls  through  deprivation  of  prayer 
and  the  sacraments. 

Crusaders,  of  course,  will  never  be  guilty  of 
such  conduct,  and  perhaps  by  your  good  example 
you  may  influence  others  who  may  be  careless. 
Do  not  be  afraid  that  the  presence  of  God  will 
spoil  your  vacation.  He  will  make  it  all  the 
happier.  You  would  not  consider  your  holidays 
any  the  worse  if  you  had  to  spend  them  with 
your  dearest  friend.  No,  this  cherished  com- 
panionship would  only  add  to  the  enjoyment. 
The  same  should  be  true  of  oiir  best  friend  — 
Christ.  Try  inviting  Him  to  share  your  holidays. 
Plan  with  Him  your  picnics,  parties  and  other 
activities.  You  will  be  surprised  at  the  spirit  of 
joy  and  peaceful  content  that  will  permeate  your 
vacation  days  if  you  take  Him  for  chief  confi- 
dante and  advisor. 

For  some  of  you  who  are  growing  older,  this 
may  be  the  last  school  vacation,  and  thoughts  will 
be  turning  seriously  towards  the  future.  "What 

WE  SHOULD  GIVE  AS  WE  WOULD  RECEIVE,  CHEERFULLY  AND  WITHOUT  HESITATION. 


"HOWLERS' 


IN  OUR  CATECHETICAL  MAIL 
BAG. 


Mary  and  Joseph  went  to  Bethlehem  to  get 
their  names  in  rolls. 

New  Version  of  the  Widow's  Mite. 

The  poor  woman  put  in  a  pair  of  "mitts"  into 
the  box  at  Jerusalem.  They  were  only  worth  2 
cents,  but  that  was  all  she  had,  so  God  was 
pleased. 

Raising  of  the  Widow's  Son. 

God  went  for  a  walk  one  day,  and  he  saw  a 
"window"  crying.  He  went  up  to  the  "window," 
and  said,  "What's  the  matter?''  "My  boy  is 
<l°ad,  will  you  rise  him?"  she  said.  God  said, 
"All  right,  get  up."  And  all  the  people  shouted 
for  joy. 
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THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


MEMORIES 


A  Baby  House. 


By  AUNT  VERA. 

The  first  supreme  desire  of  my 
childish  soul,  as  far  as  I  can  re- 
member, was  to  possess  a  real  doll's  house.  I  must 
have  tormented  my  mother  and  father  with  char- 
acteristic perseverance  until,  to  get  rid  of  my  im- 
portunity, tli  ey  suggested  that  I  ask  God  for  one. 
Accordingly,  to  my  nightly  petitions,  these  words 
were  fervently  added:  "Please,  dear  Jesus,  send 
me  a  baby  house." 

Several  days  having  passed  by  with  no  sign 
of  heavenly  intervention,  my  three-year-old  pa- 
tience began  to  give  way.  "How  long  will  it  take 
God  to  make  that  baby  house?"  I  enquired  of  my 
father,  never  doubting  the  paternal  familiar  rela- 
tions with  the  Deity. 

"You'll  have  it  for  Christmas,  I  think." 
Christmas  being  but  a  week  distant,  I  was  con- 
tent to  wait,  although  I  was  not  favourably  im- 
pressed with  the  speed  of  the  heavenly  work- 
shops. 

There  was  but  one  idea  in  my  mind  as,  early 
on  Christmas  morning,  I  hurried  to  the  room 
where  our  presents  were  usually  left  by  good  St. 
Nicholas.  Would  the  baby  house  be  there?  It 
was.  And  for  the  next  half-hour  I  had  eyes  for 
nothing  else,  as  I  revelled  in  the  joy  of  attained 
desire. 

Truly  there  was  nothing  lacking  in  that  minia- 
ture house  which  I  firmly  believed  came  direct 
from  the  skies  via  angels'  hands.  Doors,  win- 
dows, kitchenette,  everything  was  in  perfect  pro- 
portion, the  finishing  touch  to  my  delight  being 
given  by  a  gaily-painted  parrot  swinging  on  a 
perch  in  the  front  porch. 

Such  was  my  first  experience  of  answered 
prayer. 

A  Baby  Brother.   Enco^aged  by  the  generous  re- 
J  spouse  from  heaven  in  the  mat- 

ter of  a  baby  house,  I  began  to  consider  what 
■else  I  might  ask  for.  Is  it  not  ever  thus?  One 
favour  induces  us  to  ask  for  another.  This  time 
1  resolved  to  ask  for  something  quite  different. 
A  neighbour's  new  baby  boy  had  been  the  object 
of  my  admiring  devotion  for  some  weeks  past. 
Wouldn't  it  be  grand  to  have  one  in  our  own 
house? 

I  approached  my  aunt  on  the  subject,  asking 
the  question  that  every  child  asks  at  some  time 
or  other:    "Where  do  babies  come  from?" 

"From  heaven!"  And  I  doubt  if  any  child 
has  ever  been  so  contented  with  this  conventional 
answer.  If  babies  were  supplied  by  heaven,  all 
I  had  to  do  was  to  ask  God  and  He  would  send 
one  down  as  easily  as  He  had  sent  the  baby  house. 

I  mentioned  my  intention  to  my  aunt,  who 
smiled  and  said:  "Is  it  a  baby  sister  or  a  baby 
brother  that  you  want?" 


"A  baby  brother,"  I  answered  most  emphatic- 
ally, my  four-year-old  mind  being  firmly  con- 
vinced that  femininity  was  sufficiently  represent- 
ed in  the  family  by  two  girls — my  older  sister  and 
myself. 

So  once  again  night  prayers  included  an  ex- 
tra petition:  "Please,  dear  Jesus,  send  me  a 
baby  brother." 

Of  all  the  thrills  that  have  come  to  me  in  later 
life  I  can  think  of  nothing  to  equal  the  intense 
emotion  that  transfigured  my  childish  soul  one 
morning,  a  few  months  later  when  my  aunt  awoke 
me  with  the  words:  "Get  dressed  quickly.  Vera. 
Your  baby  brother  has  arrived !" 

A  few  excited  moments,  and  I  was  down  the 
stairs  in  the  big  guest  room  inspecting  this  new- 
est gift  from  heaven. 

"Give  him  to  me  to  hold !"  was  my  first  de- 
mand, after  studying  the  wee  pink  morsel  of  hu- 
manity for  a  second  or  two. 

"You  might  let  him  fall,''  objected  Auntie. 

"No,  I  won't.  And  he's  mine!  Didn't  I  ask 
God  for  him?" 

In  later  years  my  aunt  told  me  the  tone  of 
possession  in  my  voice  was  too  much  for  her  re- 
sistance. She  lifted  the  new-born  infant  from 
the  bed  and  placed  him  in  my  arms. 

From  that  moment  until  now  (and  many  years 
have  passed  between)  I  looked  on  this  baby  bro- 
ther as  a  gift  from  God — -my  very  own.  To-day 
he  is  a  grown  man,  a  priest  of  God,  and  yet  to 
me  he  remains  in  many  respects — my  baby  bro- 
ther ! 

For  the  second  time  Heaven  had  answered  my 
petition.  Is  it  any  wonder  that  in  my  childish 
mind  there  took  root  an  abiding  confidence  in  the 

efficacy  of  prayer? 


I,11<E  IS  XOT  VICTOKV,  BUT  BATTLE. 


s.  o.  s. 

The  Church... Calling  Canada 

The  "Home  Mission  Field  of  Canada" 
Is  Calling  for  Vocations! 

Out  "Where  the  West  Begins/7  in  our  Northlands, 
beyond  the  Great  Divide,  ....  Mother  Church, 
in  her  struggle  for  the  conservation  and  propa- 
gation of  the  true  Faith,  has  a  pressing  demand 
ror       issionary  Sisters. 

The  Institute  of  the  "Sisters  of  Service"  was 

founded  in  Canada  for  this  specific  work.  They 
need  an  army  of  generous  souls  to  carry  on  and 
extend  their  missionary  work. 

Will  you  give  your  life-service  to  God  and  His 

Church  in  Cana  da?  — This  ded  ication  or  one  s 
life  to  this  greatest  of  all  causes  brings  with  it  its 
own  reward  —  here  below  and  hereafter. 

For  further  particulars  write  to  the 

SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 

2  WELLESLEY  PLACE  TORONTO,  ONTARIO 

CORRESPONDENCE  IS  INVITED 


s.  o.  s. 

A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


What  some  Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"The  Bishops  of  Canada  recom- 
mend the  zealous  and  devoted  ac- 
tivities of  the  Sisters  of  Service.'" 
—Report  of  the  plenary  meeting  of 

the  Canadian  Hierarchy,  Quebec, 

Oct.,  1928. 

"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  Toronto,  it  is  not 
in  any  sense  for  Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the 
whole  Dominion.  One  needs  but  two  qualities, 
love  of  God  and  love  of  Canada,  to  become 
interested  in  the  success  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'." 

N.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"While  Vicar  General  of  Edmonton  I  saw  at 
close  range  the  excellent  work  done  by  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  in  their  multiple  missionary  activi- 
ties. I  cannot  too  highly  commend  their  zeal  and 
energy  for  the  salvation  of  the  most  abandoned 
souls  of  Western  Canada.  The  correspondence 
course  in  religious  instruction,  which  they  carry 
on  with  such  success,  deserves  a  special  tribute, 
as  they  thus  minister  to  the  little  ones  of  Christ 
far  from  Church  and  Catholic  school." 

►J*  James  C.  McGuiqan. 

Archbishop  of  Regina. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.  The  only 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

*i*  H  ENRY  O'LeAKV, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton. 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 

►J*  Alfred  A.  Sinnott, 

Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service*  .  .  .  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 
►J<  J.  T.  McNally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them  at  their  work  as  soon  as 
possible." 

►J*  NlCETAS  BUDKA, 

Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Canada. 


I  have  come  to  serve 


Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 

' '  The  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  is   a  record   of  splendid 
achievement  and  useful  work  for  the 
Dominion,  and  I  know  from  the  lit- 
tle experience  I  have  personally  of 
the  work  of  your  Order  how  much  self-sacrifice 
and  devotion  to  humanity  goes  with  it." 
—Sir  Henry  Thornton,  Chairman  and  President  of 
the  Canadian  National  Railways. 

"I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — Abbe  Casgrain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter- 
view given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  January  8,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially 
successful  in  their  work  amongst  immigrant  girls." — 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year 
ending  March  31,  1926.   Page  48. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu- 
tion to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick. 

Quebec,  August  22,  1923. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
work." — E.  W.  Beatty,  Chairman  and  President, 

Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 
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WILL  YOU  BE  "HIS  PARTNER"? 


THE  Honorary  Membership  in  a  society  or 
institution  is  generally  conceived  as  a  polite 
and  accepted  form  of  obtaining  substantial 
subscriptions  from  certain  of  its  members. 
These  liberal  contributions  pay  for  the  honor  of 
having  their  names  placed  on  a  special  roster 
of  an  association  in  which  they  very  often  take 
little  real  interest.  In  reality  it  is  the  So- 
ciety itself  which  basks  in  the  reflected  glory 
of  the  wealth  and  social  standing  of  its  "honor- 
ary members." 

The  "Honorary  Membership"  in  the  Mission- 
ary Institute  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  should  be 
viewed  in  an  altogether  different  light.  This 
membership  has  a  real  meaning.  The  members 
become  "shareholders"  in  an  apostolic  enterprise, 
and  "partners"  in  our  Heavenly  Father's  busi- 
ness. By  their  contributions  they  help  to  build 
up  and  maintain  the  missionary  work  of  the 
Sisters  throughout  the  Dominion.  The  Sisters, 
as  teachers,  nurses,  catechists  and  social  work- 
ers give  "Their  lives";  the  Honorary  Members 
give  their  prayers  and  their  money.  Both  are 
needed  for  the  success  of  our  apostolic  enter- 
prise. 

"Without  this  cooperation  the  self-sacrifice  and 
devotedness  of  our  missionary  Sisters  would  re- 
main very  largely  ineffective.  Missionary  work 
is  not  revenue  bearing:  its  success  depends  on 
the  generosity  of  the  Catholic  people  at  large. 
In  this  world  of  ours  the  realization  of  an  ideal 
depends  very  often  on  its  financial  requirements. 
To  put  ideas  into  action  requires  money. 

As  to  the  "honor"  that  accompanies  our  mem- 
bership it  naturally  follows  from  our  association 


with  this  missionary  work  itself.  Is  it  not  in- 
deed a  great  honour  to  be  associated  with  a 
Catholic  and  National  Endeavour  founded  for 
the  preservation  and  extension  of  the  Faith  in 
our  own  Country.  As  Catholics  should  we  not 
be  proud  of  sharing  in  a  work  that  has  in  view 
the  building  of  God's  Kingdom  in  our  own  be- 
loved Land. 


But  our  "Honorary  Membership"  has  another 
meaning  which,  we  know  will  appeal  to  many. 
There  is  no  feeling  in  the  human  heart  that  binds 
in  honor  like  gratitude.  To  be  ungrateful  is  to 
have  lost  all  sense  of  honor.  What  stigma  of  re- 
proach is  not  to  be  found  in  these  words  of  the 
Divine  Master  to  the  one  leper  who  returned  to 
give  thanks  "were  not  ten  made  clean?  where 
are  the  other  nine?  there  is  no  one  found  to  re- 
turn and  give  glory  to  God  but  this  stranger." 
The  ingratitude  of  the  nine  weighed  heavily  on 
The  Sacred  Heart.  Yes,  ingratitude  is  dis- 
honorable, and  touches  us  to  the  quick. 

Undoubtedly  one  of  our  fundamental  duties 
to  God  is  gratitude  for  the  gifts  He  showers  upon 
us.  In  the  order  of  salvation  there  is  one  of 
God's  gifts  that  stands  out  in  bold  relief  and  is 
supreme  in  importance.  This  is  the  gift  of  Faith. 
Faith  is  indeed  the  very  foundation  of  Christian 
Religion.  We  can  never  be  thankful  enough  to 
God  for  that  gift  He  gave  to  us  at  Baptism.  How 
then  can  we  show  our  appreciation  to  Our 
Heavenly  Father  for  this  sign  of  His  Mercy? 
To  help  and  propagate  this  Holy  Faith  is  as- 
suredly the  best  answer  we  can  give  to  this 
queslion.    In  doing  so  we  give  back  to  God,  as 
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it  were  some  of  that  inestimable  gift  so  gra- 
tuituosly  given  to  us  by  His  loving  Providence. 

Our  Honorary  Membership  is  therefore  link- 
ed with  the  day  of  our  Baptism.  As  that  bless- 
ed day  comes  around  each  year  in  the  course  of 
our  life  Ave  ask  our  Honorary  Members  to  con- 
secrate its  memory  by  a  prayer  and  a  donation 
in  favour  of  our  Missionary  work.  Is  not  this  a 
practical  form  of  gratitude?     Could  there  be 


anything  more  pleasing  to  God  and  helpful  to 
others'?  It  is  our  Birthday  gift  in  thanksgiving 
for  our  Faith  —  the  greatest  of  God's  gifts  to  us. 


"Where  To  Invest  Idle  Money" 


NEVER  have  the  chartered  Banks  of  Can- 
ada and  of  the  United  States  had  so  much 
money  on  deposit.  The  fear  of  war  and 
1he  uncertainty  of  the  future  have  driven  money 
away  from  the  investment  market.  People  are 
afraid  to  take  a  risk.  Their  savings  are  piled  up 
in  the  Banks,  waiting  for  that  prosperity  which 
lias  never  seemed  to  be  able  to  turn  the  corner. 
In  view  of  the  low  rate  of  current  bank  interest 
we  may  say  that  these  millions  on  deposit  are 
"idle  money." 

What  a  difference  it  would  make  for  the  Church 
at  large  should  only  a  fraction  of  that  "idle 
money"  be  invested  in  her  mission  fields  "at 
home"  and  "afar."  Her  present  needs  are  so 
great.  Everywhere  her  missionaries  are  con- 
fronted with  increasing  demands.  But  expansion 
means  more  "man  and  money  power." 

Why  should  our  Catholic  people  be  reluctant 
to  invest  some  of  their  earnings  in  their  "Father's 
business?"  Have  they  not  the  divine  guarantee 
of  the  Saviour's  words?  Wars  may  come;  dy- 
nasties and  nations  may  be  swallowed  up  in  the 
rising  tide  of  revolutions ;  government  bonds  may 
turn  out  to  be  useless  scraps  of  paper;  banks  and 
financial  corporations  may  fail;  the  wheels  of 
industry  may  cease  to  turn  and  our  factories 
raise  their  smokeless  stacks  on  the  skyline  of  our 
towns  and  cities  .  .  .  but  the  Church  of  God  will 
still  go  on !  She  has  the  promise  of  life  until 
the  end  of  time.  With  her  it  is  always  "busi- 
ness as  usual."  For  Her,  pursuit  of  the  eternal 
welfare  of  souls  is  above  the  fluctuations  of 
human  affairs. 

Did  not  our  divine  Saviour  ask  us  to  invest 
our  money  in  the  divine  interests  of  His  Church? 
"Lay  not  up  to  yourselves  treasures  on  earth 
where  the  rust  and  moth  consume  and  where 
thieves  break  through  and  steal.  But  lay  up  your 
treasures  in  heaven  where  neither  rust  nor  moth 
doth  consume  and  where  thieves  do  not  break 
through  nor  steal.  For  where  thy  treasure  is 
there  is  thy  heart  also."  (Matt.  vi.  19-21). 

The  Church  is  the  soul's  heaven  here  below. 
To  lay  up  our  treasures  in  Her.  in  Her  mission- 


ary endeavours,  is  the  best  proof  that  our  heart 
is  also  really  with  Her. 

Why,  therefore,  leave  our  idle  money  exposed 
to  rust,  moth  and  thieves?  The  corroding  rust  of 
time,  the  moth  of  incessant  changing  conditions, 
the  thieves  of  our  modern  high  finance  have 
plundered  wealthy  estates  and  reduced  to  nought 
the  pious  wishes  and  even,  after  death,  the  "last 
will"  of  many  good  Catholics.  Let  us  invest  in 
God's  "own  business"  —  in  the  preservation  of 
our  Holy  Faith  and  in  the  propagation  of  His 
Kingdom  on  earth.  This  is  without  doubt  the 
most  sure  and  most  profitable  investment  for  our 
idle  money.  Q  DALY,  C.SS.R. 


A  SUBSCRIBER'S  DREAM. 

It  is  but  natural  that  subscribers  should  think 
that  it  does  not  matter  much  whether  they  pay 
their  subscription  when  it  becomes  due.  It  is  only 
a  small  amount — besides,  times  are  hard;  the  pa- 
per can  wait  a  few  months.  Furthermore,  the 
paper  is  making  plenty  of  money. 

A  Kansas  farmer  says  that  he  used  to  feel  that 
way  about  it  himself.  Then  he  had  a  dream,  for- 
tunately for  the  publishers  of  his  paper.  He 
dreamed  that  he  sold  2.000  bushels  of  wheat  to  500 
persons.  When  the  time  came  to  collect  his  bills, 
his  debtors  acted  towards  him  just  exactly  as  he 
had  acted  towards  his  paper.  It  was  a  terrible 
experience.  After  breakfast  next  morning  he 
hurried  to  the  post  office  and  paid  his  subscrip- 
tion. 


RENEW  YOUR  SUBSCRIPTION 
AND  HELP  THE 
SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 
TO  PRESERVE  THE  FAITH 
IN  CANADA 


GIVING  IS  THE  HIGHEST  FORM  OF  LIVING 
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A  KIND  BENEFACTOR 


Senator  F.  P.  O'Connor 

DEATH  recently  called  to  his  reward  a  great 
benefactor  of  the  little  Institute  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service;    namely    Senator  Frank 
O'Connor,  K.C.S.G. 

As  a  successful  business  man  he  accumulated 
a  large  fortune,  but  he  understood  perfectly  the 
stewardship  of  wealth,  and  he  freely  gave  to 
Christ's  poor  of  what  he  had.  The  Sisters  of 
Service,  among  many  other  charitable  institu- 
tions, have  been  the  subject  of  his  benefactions. 
His  monthly  cheque  has  been  almost  the  sole 
support  of  the  Catechetical  House  in  Edmonton, 
a  centre  from  which  lessons  in  catechism  are 
sent  out  to  thousands  of  children  in  the  West. 

A  great  and  ardent  faith  was  one  of  the  most 
characteristic  features  of  the  late  Senator 
O'Connor.  This  gift  was  manifested  in  his  pri- 
vate life,  in  his  love  and  devotion  to  Mother 
Church.  In  his  social  and  political  life  there  was 
never  any  doubt  as  to  his  Catholicity.  The  in- 
terests of  the  Church  were  his  interests. 

The  prayers  of  our  Sisters  have  followed  his 
soul  to  the  "Great  White  Throne,"  and  the  pray- 
ers of  thousands  of  little  children  will  intercede 
for  him,  for  it  was  largely  through  his  generosity 
that  they  were  able  to  receive  Religious  Instruc- 
tion. Every  year  these  little  Westerners  sent 
him  a  spiritual  offering  of  prayers  to  show  their 
gratitude  and  appreciation,  and  this  was  one  of 
the  Senator's  most  prized  Christmas  gifts. 

We  are  confident  that  He  who  said  "Suffer 
little  children  to  come  unto  me"  will  have  wel- 


comed this  great  friend  of  the  little  ones  of 
Christ's  flock  when  he  answered  the  final  call. 

Prank  O'Connor  has  gone,  but  his  kindness, 
his  generosity  and  his  multiple  works  of  charity 
will  follow  him  beyond  that  mysterious  boundary 
where  love  of  God,  and  the  neighbour  for  God's 
sake,  is  the  key  to  the  Gate  of  Heaven.  R.I.P. 

G.  DALY,  C.SS.R. 


On  the  strength  of  each  link  in  the  cable, 
Dependeth  the  might  of  the  chain, 

Who  knowest  when  thou  mayest  be  tested, 
So  live  that  thou  bearest  the  strain. 


THE  MISSIONARY 
THERMOMETER 


White 
Heat 


Warm 


Tepid 


Cold 


Icy 


Frozen 


-—  Enthusiastic - 
y  Dynamic 

—  Ready  to  go 
^      Helping  to  send 

Giving  sac  rifici  ally 
r"       Interceding  faithfully 

~  Mildly  concerned 

Informed 
~      Giving  something 

—  Intermittent  in  inter- 
1.  cession 

~  Half-hearted 

T      Spasmodic  interest 

—  Occasional  information 


"Passive 

Uninformed 
Unconcerned 
Non -cooperative 

"Indifferent 

Criticising  without 
knowing 


'  Negative 

Antagonistic  to  the 
work  of  Christ 


WHAT  IS  YOUR 
TEMPERATURE? 


A  GREAT  FACTOR  IN  PROMOTING  THE  SUCCESS  OF  THE  MISSIONS  IS  THE  BENEFACTOR. 
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Notes  and  Comments 


ACCURATE  OBSERVATION. 

Accurate  observation  is  one  of 
the  broadest  foundation  stones  for 
clear  thinking.  Drifting  thoughts 
and  day  dreaming  are  harmful  ha- 
bits, detriments  to  one's  develop- 
ment. There  are  no  minds  more 
capable  of  quick  and  accurate  ob- 
servation and  deep  concentration 
than  those  of  the  cultured  natives 
of  India.  Early  in  life  they  are 
taught  to  observe  and  remember  a 
great  number  of  objects  at  one 
glance.  This  teaches  them  the  habit 
of  accurate  observation  so  that 
later  in  life  they  observe  without 
consciously  intending  to  do  so. 

ON  SERIOUS  READING. 

There  is  much  confused  thought 
about  reading  due  to  the  existence 
of  a  game  of  the  same  name  played 
with  similar  implements.  Reading 
— serious  reading — the  great  means 
of  contact  with  the  world  about  us 
and  the  fathers  that  bore  us,  is 
steadily  being  killed  by  that  other 
externally  similar,  but  quite  unre- 
lated thing — reading  as  a  pastime. 
And  a  pressing  duty  on  every  man 
is  to  swing  first  himself,  then  such 
of  his  fellows  as  he  can  influence, 
back  to  serious  reading. 

There  is  no  question  here  of  be- 
ing a  high-brow,  but  of  being  a 
brow  at  all.  The  case  is  beautifully 
stated  in  one  of  our  most  poignant 
limericks: 

There  was  a  young  man  of  Clovelly 
Whose  brains  were  reduced  to  a 
jelly: 
He  had,  it  is  said, 
Spent  a  fortnight  in  bed 
With  the  works  of  Miss  Marie 
Corelli. 

The  truth  is  that  a  man  becomes 
what  he  reads:  if  you  iread  jelly  you 
become  jelly — and  most  of  our  read- 
ing is  just  that. 

HOW  THE  MONEY  GOES. 

Bruce  S.  Wright,  in  an  article 
in  the  Christian  Advocate,  says 
that  approximately  every  United 
States  dollar  to-day  is  divided  as 
follows: 

2  4  cents  is  spent  for  living  costs. 

21  cents  for  luxuries. 

12  cents  for  waste. 

11  cents  for  miscellaneous. 

10  cents  for  investment. 

10  cents  for  government. 

9  cents  for  crime. 

2  cents  for  education. 

1  cent  for  the  Church. 

— United  Churchman. 


HOMES  THAT  YIELD  GIRLS 
WHO  SERVE. 

What  is  indeed  "a  shrewd  re- 
mark, betokening  real  observa- 
tion," is  attributed  by  Father  C.  C. 
Martindale,  S.J.,  to  Lady  Oxford. 

"It  is  precisely  from  homes  that 
have  been  happy  that  girls  emi- 
grate. By  'emigrate'  I  clearly  do 
not  mean  a  mere  removal  into  some 
other  presumably  more  prosperous 
land,  but  a  going  forth  in  order  to 
serve.  Because,  says  she,  in  such 
homes  there  will  have  been  from 
the  outset  the  spirit  of  love,  of 
work,  and  of  self-sacrifice — of  self- 
discipline  and  self-subordination — 
and,  in  consequence,  of  gaiety, 
hatred  for  idleness,  and  no  'living 
on  the  nerves.'  Homes  which  chil- 
dren as  they  grow  up  escape  from 
— escape  merely  into  exterior 
thrills  like  those  administered  by 
that  pest  of  modern  times,  the 
cinema,  or  those  proper  to  the 
dancing-hall — are  just  the  homes 
out  of  which  children  do  not  go 
forth  to  serve,  to  win,  and  give  new 
happiness.  The  girl  who  has  soft- 
ened her  will  and  stupified  her 
wits  with  self-indulgence,  and  has 
become  ever  more  superficial,  will 
also  have  become  more  narrowed 
and  is  destined  not  nearly  so  prob- 
ably for  the  world  as  for  the  street." 

Service,  sacrifice!  How  few 
know  the  true  meaning  of  these 
words  and  realize  that  they  must 
make  the  choice  of  serving  or 
shirking  their  obligations,  and 
that  true  happiness  does  not  come; 
to  the  shirkers. 

TIME. 

Without  me  you  can  do  nothing. 

With  me  you  can  do  anything. 

When  you  waste  me,  you  rob 
yourself. 

When  you  have  me,  you  help 
yourself. 

You  must  be  either  my  master  or 
my  slave. 

If  you  are  my  master,  you  can 
have  no  better  servant. 

If  you  are  my  slave,  I'll  drive 
you  without  mercy. 

If  I  work  for  you,  I'll  pay  you 
handsomely  in  achievement  and  in 
leisure,  but  if  you  work  for  me, 
you'll  have  little  of  the  first,  and 
none  of  the  last. 

I  want  to  be  your  friend  and  ser- 
vant, but  you  must  keep  pace  with 
me,  for  as  some  one  has  wisely  said, 
"I  wait  for  no  man." 

I  am  Time." 


SIX  WAYS  TO  GIVE. 

1.  The  careless  way — to  give 
something  to  every  cause  without 
inquiring  into  its  merits. 

2.  The  impulsive  way — to  give 
from  impulse,  as  much  and  as  often 
as  love  and  pity  and  sensibility 
prompt. 

3.  The  lazy  way — to  earn  money 
for  benevolent  objects  by  fairs, 
bazaars  and  the  like. 

4.  The  sympathetic  way — to  lay 
aside  as  an  offering  to  God  a  defin- 
ite portion  of  our  gains,  not  less 
than  one-tenth,  perhaps  one-fifth, 
or  one-third.  This  is  adapted  to 
all,  whether  rich  or  poor,  and  gifts 
would  be  largely  increased  were  it 
practised. 

5.  The  equal  way — to  limit  our 
own  expenditures  to  a  certain  sum, 
and  give  away  all  the  rest  of  our 
income. 

HEADING  FOR  DISASTER 

If  God  is  ignored,  we  are,  as  it 
were,  living  upon  capital  and  not 
upon  income.  We  are  living  on 
the  tradition  which  Christianity  has 
given  us,  without  trying  to  uphold 
that  tradition  and  preserve  it  in- 
tact both  for  ourselves  and  for  our 
children. 

If  the  tradition  once  fails  we 
have  no  solid  foundation  left  for 
the  civilization  which  means  so 
much  to  us. 

From  ignoring  God  it  is  not  a 
very  long  step  to  opposing  God  al- 
together; and  a  nation  which  ig- 
nores God  may  find  itself  at  the 
mercy  of  a  few  determined  men  and 
women  who  hate  God  and  are  try- 
ing to  build  up  a  society  based  on 
hatred  rather  than  on  love. 

— Archbishop  Williams. 

THE  WORKING  CLASSES  AND 
THE  FUTURE. 

In  the  complexity  of  the  modern 
world  the  working  classes  take  on 
a  growing  importance,  an  import- 
ance which  it  would  be  stupid  and 
unjust  to  underestimate.  The  ex- 
tent to  which  the  representatives 
of  labor  are  penetrated  with  the 
principles  of  the  Gospel  will  decide 
in  large  measure  the  extent  to 
which  the  society  of  to-morrow 
will  be  Christian. — Pius  XII. 

°?=Do(r=5> 

PERVERSION   OF  WORDS. 

Words  like  freedom,  justice, 
tolerance,  equality,  words  which 
once  inspired  men  to  give  up  their 
lives,  have  been  enslaved  and  worn 
out  by  hack  work  in  the  service  of 
politicians,  glib  journalists  and 
press  agents. 

The  term  "liberal"  has  become 
meaningless  in  the  mouths  of  men 
who  work  for  a  world  revolution 
.  .  .  Wars  are  now  called  cam- 
paigns of  civilization. 

— F.  X.  Connolly. 


A  MITE  IS  A  MIGHTY  POOR  EXCUSE  FOR  THE  RICH 
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ave  come  to  serve 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 

land)  had  the  happiness  of  making  Perpetual 
Vows,  while  Sister  Mary  Roberts  (Toronto), 
Sister  Rose  Marie  Hudon,  (Montreal)  and  Sister 
Matilda  Grace  (Hamilton)  made  temporary  Vows 
for  three  years.  On  the  same  day  in  Camp 
Morton,  Man.,  and  Regina,  Sask.,  Sister  Leona 
Rose  (Toronto)  and  Sister  Irene  Faye  (Toronto) 
also  bound  themselves  forever  to  God's  service 
by  Perpetual  Vows. 

The  Vows  in  Toronto  were  made  in  the  chapel 
of  the  Novitiate,  and  received  by  Reverend  John 
Uealy,  C.Ss.R.,  in  the  name  of  the  Archbishop. 


A  Retreat  in  the  Sacred  Heart 

FROM  August  6th,  until  the  15th,  every  year 
most  of  our  Sisters,  both  in  Toronto  and  on 
the  Missions,  are  on  Retreat.  The  Retreat 
this  year  in  Toronto  was  preached  by  Reverend 
John  Healy,  C.Ss.R.,  of  Rochester,  N.Y.,  who, 
with  the  skill  of  an  experienced  director  of  souls, 
led  us  "into  a  quiet  place" — to  the  Feet  of  the 
Master,  and  there  pointed  out  to  us  the  lessons 
to  be  learned  from  His  Most  Sacred  Heart. 

Each  meditation  and  conference  made  clearer 
the  beauties  and  virtues  of  that  Divine  Heart, 
and  taught  us  how  to  make  them  our  own. 

"Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  make  us  know  and  love  Thee, 
These  days  we  seek  thy  blessings  to  implore 

O  touch  our  hearts  so  cold  and  so  ungrateful. 

And  make  them,  Lord,  Thine  own  for  ever  more." 

Retreat  days  go  quickly,  but  they  bring  with 
them  increasing  strength  and  courage.  May 
the  memory  of  these  blessed  days  spent  close 
to  the  Sacred  Heart  ever  remain  with  us,  and 
may  they  be  an  inspiration  to  lead  us  to  greater 
and  better  things. 


Departures 

After  a  Profession  the  eyes  of  the  newly  pro- 
fessed turn  missionwards,  and  they  see  before 
them  the  realisation  of  a  dream  that  had  in- 
spired their  early  days.  Goodbye  is  said  to  the 
Novitiate  home,  and  they  go  forth  East  or  West, 
wherever  the  case  may  be,  to  conquer  souls  for 
Christ.   

A  New  Venture — First  Foundation  in  the  U.S.A. 

On  Monday,  August  21st,  at  the  invitation  of 
His  Excellency,  Bishop  Muench,  three  Sisters  of 
Service  arrived  in  Fargo,  North  Dakota,  in  order 
to  make  the  first  foundation  of  S.O.S.  in  the 
United  States. 

The  Sisters  in  Fargo  will  visit  the  sick  and 
the  homes  of  fallen  away  Catholics.  Soon  they 
hope  to  initiate  a  course  of  Religious  Instruction 
by  Mail. 

The  Sisters  opening  this  new  foundation  are 
Sister  Morrison,  Superior,  Sister  Wayland  and 
Sister  O'Kane. 


Profession 

On  August  15th,  feast  of  Mary's  Assumption 
Sister  Veronica  Gillis  (Port  au  Port,  Newfound- 


Wexford 

The  beginning  of  September  saw  two  Sisters 
of  Service  teaching  for  the  first  time  in  Wex- 
ford, a  two  roomed  school  just  outside  the  To- 
ronto City  limits. 


SUNSHINE  SCATTERED  IN  OTHER  LIVES  MAKES  OI  K  OWN  RADIANT. 
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MISSION  MEMORIES 


First  Holy  Communion 

I CAN  recall  it  all  so  vividly  tonight,  the  little 
village  hid  in  the  heart  of  the  mountains,  the 
little  mission  Church  surrounded  by  orchards, 
and  backgrounded  by  snowy  peaks,  it  was  all  so 
beautiful,  but  I  remind  myself  that  scenery  is 
for  enjoyment  and  not  for  description,  so  I  for- 
bear ! 

It  was  Saturday,  and  there  was  I  talking  to 
the  Catechism  class  down  in  the  orchard,  under 
the  trees.  First  Confessions  were  over,  and  the 
all  absorbing  topic  of  conversation  now  was  the 
First  Communion  of  tomorrow  morning.  I  can 
catch  again  the  enthusiasm  of  their  hushed  ques- 


Just  Home  from  Mass 


tions  in  regard  to  the  ceremony;  and  I  can  hear 
my  own  equally  hushed  and  reverent  replies. 
Such  a  day  it  was  to  be ! 

I  dismissed  my  group,  and  watched  them  as 
they  scattered,  boys  racing  girls,  their  shouts 
coming  back  from  echoing  hills.  Some  of  these 
children  came  many  miles  to  attend  Catechism 
classes  every  day. 

In  the  little  house  where  I  was  staying  the  lamp 
was  lit  when  I  eventually  reached  "home,"  and 
it  added  warmth  to  the  bare  whitewashed  room. 
Little  Louise  had  just  had  her  bath,  and  was 
now  safely  enthroned  on  Daddy's  knee.  From 
this  point  of  vantage  she  watched  her  Mother 
as  she  deftly  put  the  finishing  touches  to  the 
First  Communion  dress.  Spread  out  for  Daddy's 
admiration  were  the  new  shoes,  the  little  white 
prayer  book,  and  rosary  beads,  the  long  white 
veil,  and  the  pretty  wreath  of  white  flowers. 
Louise  looked  at  them  longingly,  and  then  grave- 
ly informed  her  hard-working  Daddy  that  the 
"City"  — ■  that  mysterious  unknown,  had  sent 
them  to  her  through  the  mail  order. 

As  I  looked  at  the  little  scene  before  me  the 
thought  came  that  this  very  scene  must  be  hav- 
ing its  replica  in  many  another  little  village  home. 
First  Communion  means  so  much  to  rural  people, 
who  themselves  brought  up  in  good  Catholic 
homes,  have  now  so  little  to  remind  them  of  their 
Faith.  Mass  a  few  times  a  year,  and  a  visit  from 
a  priest  so  seldom.  Wistfully  they  will  talk  of 
Benediction,  the  May  Processions  of  childhood 
days,  and  their  own  First  Communion.  This  all 
accounts  for  the  warmth  of  the  welcome  given 
to  the  Missionary  Sister  in  the  outlying  dis- 
tricts. Her  presence  speaks  too  of  the  ever 
watchful  love  of  Holy  Mother  Church. 

(Continued  on  page  13) 


FOR  MANY  CATHOLICS  OUR  GREAT  WEST  HAS  BEEN  A  LAND  OF  SPIRITUAL  TRAGEDIES. 
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HARVESTING  FOR  THE  MASTER 

VIGNETTES  OF  VACATION  SCHOOL  WORK 


(Extracts  from  letters  written  by  S.O.S.  Mission- 
aries during  the  summer) 

"I  was  appointed  to  teach  Summer  School  in 
Southern  Saskatchewan,  so  one  fine  day  in  July 
I  set  out  bag  and  baggage  to  instruct  the  little 
ones  of  Christ's  flock. 

Two  o'clock  was  the  appointed  time  for  the 
opening  of  Summer  School.  Five  children  ar- 
rived, among  them  a  little  lad  of  ten  who  had 
received  none  of  the  Sacraments.  The  room  we 
had  to  work  in  was  so  dark  and  dreary,  that  the 
next  day  we  adjourned  to  a  neighbouring  ver- 
andah steps.  The  owner  of  the  steps  was  Polish, 
so  during  recess  I  spoke  a  few  words  to  her  in 
her  own  language.    Was  she  delighted? 

The  children  were  so  interested  in  their  pro- 
ject work  that  at  six  o'clock  they  could  hardly 
be  induced  to  go  home.  The  next  two  days  were 
spent  under  a  shady  tree  teaching  the  little  ones 
about  God,  and  their  Holy  Faith.  A  picnic 
brought  the  summer  school,  in  that  district,  to  a 
close.  Catholics  and  non-Catholics  attended, 
and  we  parted  at  the  end  of  the  day,  the  best  of 
friends. 

My  next  abode  was  with  a  French  family. 
Here  I  had  Mass  and  Holy  Communion  for  the 
first  time  since  Sunday.  Mass  was  said  in  the 
house.  Class  started  after  breakfast.  Three 
children  from  the  house,  and  four  from  a  neigh- 
bour's. How  the  children  worked,  and  how  they 
enjoyed  making  their  project  books.  Prayers 
were  always  said  in  common,  the  adults  joining 
in.  Here  it  was  that  the  Pastor  came  to  question 
the  class  one  day. 

Pastor:  "Well  Peter,  what  did  you  learn 
these  past  few  days?" 

Peter:  "Father,  I  have  learned  that  we  must 
do  everything  for  God." 

Pastor:  "What  are  you  going  to  do  this 
afternoon  after  class  is  over?" 

Peter:  "We  are  going  on  a  picnic,  and  I  am 
going  to  eat  all  the  ice  cream  I  can  get  for  God." 

From  here  I  went  some  forty  miles  further 
on,  and  stayed  with  a  German  family  this  time. 
Three  little  ones  were  to  make  their  First  Com- 
munion, and  these  stayed  in  the  house  with  me, 
so  they  could  have  a  little  extra  instruction.  How 
proud  they  were  one  evening  when  they  told 
their  Auntie  Kate  that  they  had  made  only  two 
stakes  (mistakes)  in  one  evening.  Sometimes 
the  adults  would  gather  around  too,  and  we 
would  all  discuss  the  truths  of  our  Holy  Faith. 
"Sister,  we  did  not  have  the  chance  to  learn 


about  our  religion  when  we  were  small,"  they 
would  say,  so  now  they  were  anxious  to  learn 
all  they  could. 

Ninety  miles  further  on !  In  the  evening 
when  class  was  over,  half  the  town  turned  up  for 
night  prayers.  Even  an  old  dog  with  a  rapt  ex- 
pression on  its  face,  sat  there  while  we  said  the 
Rosary." 

From  Sunny  Alberta 

"We  are  having  a  grand  tour,  and  I  don't 
know  when  I  have  ever  enjoyed  vacation  school 


Making  Project  Books 


so  much.  We  have  had  large  groups  of  children 
everywhere.  The  people  are  so  courageous  in 
the  face  of  every  handicap.  They  certainly  know 
poverty.  We  went  to  one  Slovak  Settlement  ■ — 
children  by  the  dozen.  Rich  arable  land,  good 
homes  and  a  church  built  by  the  people  themsel- 
ves that  would  do  credit  to  any  city.  From  there 
we  went  to  S.  Missions.  Here*"  the  conditions  are 
truly  pioneer.  Poverty  and  weak  Faith,  but 
working  under  those  conditions  seems  to  call  out 
the  best  in  one.  .  .  .  We  have  travelled  some  four 
hundred  miles  already,  going  from  place  to  place 
teaching." 

#    #  # 

A  Polish  Settlement  in  the  West 

"C.  is  a  Polish  settlement,  and  the  church 
where  we  taught  was  two  miles  out  of  town.  We 
had  over  fifty  children,  and  ten  for  First  Com- 
munion on  Sunday.  The  children  went  in  pro- 
cession from  the  Rectory  to  the  Church  —  the 


"PEOPLE  ARE  OFTEN  CARPENTERS  OP  THEIR  OWN  CROSSES." — St.  Philip  Neri. 
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Summer  School  Class  on  the  Verandah 


C.Y.C.  (Catholic  Youth  Crusade)  with  their 
beautiful  banners  leading,  while  the  Church 
bells  rang.  Two  little  girls,  dressed  as  angels 
preceded  the  First  Communion  class.  We  had 
trained  the  children  to  sing  during  the  Mass,  but 
unfortunately  we  couldn't  get  started,  for  the 
choir  insisted  on  singing  Polish  hymns.  Sister 
M's  little  priest  doll  is  a  source  of  great  delight 
to  the  children,  and  the  vestments  it  wears  are  a 
great  help  in  teaching.  On  Monday  morning  I 
tackled  a  Requiem  Mass,  and  fortunately  got 
through  alright.  The  weather  continues  hot  and 
dry,  and  the  grasshoppers  are  at  their  best,  or 
should  I  say  worst?  so  the  farmers  are  hurrying 
to  cut  their  crops  in  order  to  save  what  they  can. 
In  the  month  of  June  their  hopes  were  so  high." 

#    #  # 

A  Family  of  Converts 

"Another  week  finished,  and  I  hope  and  pray 
a  successful  one.  Altogether  we  had  thirty-one 
attending  —  adults  came  as  well  as  the  children. 
We  had  Mass  every  morning  at  the  school.  I 
taught  the  children  a  few  hymns,  as  Father  does 
like  to  hear  them  sing.  We  had  a  whole  family 
of  converts  —  the  Father  was  a  Catholic,  but  had 
fallen  away.  There  were  nine  children,  and  they 
were  all  baptized.  The  five  eldest  ones  and  the 
mother  made  their  First  Communion.  Surely 
the  grace  of  God  was  working,  and  it  was  a 
happy  day  for  us.  Two  married  women  came  to 
our  classes  also,  one  had  never  been  baptized. 
The  other  had  been  received  into  the  church  with 
two  week's  instruction  previous  to  her  marriage. 
She  is  going  to  take  our  convert  course  from 
Regina. 

We  finished  off  with  a  picnic,  the  ladies  of 
the  Parish  making  ice  cream  and  lemonade,  also 
plenty  of  sandwiches  and  cake.  One  little  girl 
remarked: — "This  is  the  best  kind  of  picnic  — 


you  don't  have  to  pay.'  We  played  ball  with  the 
children,  and  they  certainly  did  enjoy  it.  They 
like  to  have  the  Sister  play  with  them  too.  1 
don't  think  I  have  played  so  much  ball  since  L 
was  fifteen !" 

In  the  Foothills  of  the  Rockies 

"Greetings  from  'up  the  Branch.' 

I  wish  you  could  see  the  weather  today.  II 
feels  like  late  October.  The  wind  is  terrific,  and 
also  quite  cold,  and  the  rain  is  anything  but 
pleasant.  We  commenced  our  labours  on  July 
3rd.  Twenty-three  were  prepared  for  First 
Communion.  We  taught  from  9.30  a.m.  until 
3.30,  then  visited  families  until  supper  time.  At 
7  p.m.  I  had  choir  practise  for  the  teen  age  girls, 
while  Sister  M.  trained  four  altar  boys.  Then  we 
did  some  more  visiting  until  bed  time. 

In  this  district  one  is  continually  climbing  up 
and  down  mountains.  One  youngster  in  saying 
the  'Our  Father,'  said:  'Give  us  this  day  our 
daily  breath.'   We  thought  it  rather  appropriate. 

The  first  day  we  were  teaching  one  of  our 
little  boys  said  to  us:  'My  Aunt  Lizzie  would  like 
you  guys  to  come  up  for  supper.'  We  found  out 
who  Aunt  Lizzie  was,  and  accepted  the  invitation. 
The  people  everywhere  have  been  most  kind  and 
generous." 

•  t 
In  Ontario 

"We  arrived  in  B.  on  July  3rd,  laden  down 
with  grips  and  suitcases  containing  materials  to 
be  used  in  teaching.  Vacation  School  started  the 
next  morning  with  Mass,  at  which  a  large  num- 
ber of  the  children  were  present. 

After  Mass  I  attempted  to  call  the  roll  to  see 
how  many  children  I  had  to  teach,  when  to  my 
consternation  I  looked  round  and  saw  most  of 
the  big  boys  disappearing  through  a  window.  I 
looked  oul  and  saw  them  perched  in  a  cherry 
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tree  like  birds.  But  they  soon  came  down,  and 
class  got  started.  Attendance  was  one  hundred 
per  cent,  during  the  few  days  we  taught  in  that 
district,  and  everything  went  off  well.  There 
were  a  few  amusing  interludes,  of  course,  as 
when,  for  instance,  I  asked  them,  pointing  to 
a  picture  of  the  coming  of  the  Magi,  Avho  the 
Wise  men  were.  One  little  one  piped  up  bravely, 
'Please,  Sister,  The  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost.' 

The  last  evening  we  had  a  procession  in  honor 
of  Our  Blessed  Lady,  in  which  all  the  children 
took  part.  We  had  no  banner,  so  Sister  and  I 
did  a  last  minute  rush  job,  and  manufactured 
one  out  of  factory  cotton  and  blue  crepe  paper 
surrounding  a  picture  of  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual 
Help.  The  result  was  rather  amateurish,  but  it 
answered  the  purpose  very  well,  and  I  am  sure 
gave  pleasure  to  Our  Blessed  Lady.  The  altar 
was  tastefully  decorated,  and  the  children  sang 
with  all  their  hearts.  'On  this  clay,  0  Beautiful 
Mother.'  The  little  ceremony  closed  with  an 
Act  of  Consecration  to  Our  Lady,  followed  by 
Benediction. 

The  next  day  we  came  home  again  feeling 
grateful  for  the  privilege  of  being  allowed  to 
teach  God's  little  ones." 


Up  the  Cariboo 

"We  left  the  Indian  Mission  yesterday  morn- 
ing after  Mass  at  7  a.m.  It  poured  with  rain 
all  night,  and  we  worried  about  getting  chains 
on  the  car.  Anyway  we  started  out,  but  the  car 
slipped  around  so  badly  that  a  number  of  Indians 
had  to  hold  us  on  the  track.  After  we  got  on  a 
gravel  road  it  was  not  so  bad.  Arrived  at  Wil- 
liams Lake  and  had  class  right  after  Mass, 
and  again  for  three  hours  in  the  afternoon.  We 
then  drove  ten  miles  to  the  little  cabin  where  we 
were  staying.  We  will  have  about  eight  First 
Communicants  here,  and  several  others  who  have 
not  been  to  Communion  since  the  Sisters  were 
here  last  time.  Father  C.  is  certainly  doing  his 
best  to  convert  this  part  of  the  Cariboo.  Today 
he  was  busy  painting  the  Church,  and  tomorrow 
he  drives  seventy  miles  to  say  Mass,  and  give 
Holy  Communion  to  a  sick  person. 

We  leave  here  on  AVednesday.  Sister  will 
work  in  Williams  Lake  until  Sunday,  and  I  will 
go  out  to  families  in  outlying  parts. 

We  bring  everyone  in  for  Mass  and  Com- 
munion to  the  Lake  on  Sunday.  We  then  go 
back  along  the  highway  for  142  miles  to  teach 


1hree  families.  We  feel  that  our  work  here  has 
been  blessed,  and  we  have  enjoyed  it." 

#  *  # 

A  Pastor's  Tribute 

A  Western  Pastor  wrote  the  following  to 
some  of  our  Sisters  who  had  been  teaching  in  his 
district. 

"Mere  money  could  not  repay  the  wonders 
you  have  wrought  with  my  children,  and  my 
people.  Your  sojourn  amongst  us  brought  many 
graces  to  my  Parish,  and  you  have  left  a  very 
edifying  impression  which  I  am  sure  will  remain 
in  the  hearts  of  all  of  us. 

As  you  leave  us  my  sincere  thanks  go  with 
you.  .May  Our  Dear  Lord  ever  bless  you  and  your 
labours,  and  may  you  come  back  to  us  again." 

#  *  # 

Vacation  School  —  and  After 

Vacation  School  is  over  for  another  year, 
but  the  hundreds  of  little  ones  taught  by  the 
Sisters  during  the  past  summer  months  will  not 
be  forgotten.  If  not  already  among  the  lists  of 
Correspondence  pupils  their  names  will  be  sent 
into  the  S.O.S.  Religious  Correspondence  Schools 
in  Edmonton  and  Regina,xand  they  will  continue 
their  Religious  Instruction  by  mail. 

Life  in  the  Catechetical  Correspondence 
Schools  is  busy,  with  hundreds  of  lessons  coming 
in  for  correction,  letters  to  be  answered,  books 
and  religious  articles  to  be  sent  out,  and  con- 
verts to  be  instructed.  Records  are  kept  of  the 
progress  of  each  child,  and  a  close  "follow-up 
system"  used,  so  that  the  Sisters  are  able  to  give 
a  report  on  any  pupil  at  a  few  minutes  notice. 

#  #  # 

Stamps!  Stamps!  Stamps! 

As  the  reader  can  readily  imagine  all  the  fore- 
going takes  stamps  —  an  almost  unlimited  num- 
ber of  stamps. 

Each  lesson  sent  out,  and  there  are  thou- 
sands mailed  in  the  course  of  a  year  takes  a  one 
cent  stamp,  and  sometimes  it  is  a  problem  to 
know  where  to  obtain  them.  A  few  stamps,  say 
five  every  month,  from  each  one  of  our  readers 
would  go  a  long  way  towards  solving  the  fin- 
ancial problems  of  our  Sisters  teaching  Catechism 
in  the  West. 

Each  one  cent  stamp  would  take  a  lesson,  for 
stamp*  are  the  wing's  that  carry  the  Saving-  Mes- 
sage of  our  Faith  to  thousands  and  thousands  of 
children  scattered  throughout  our  country. 

Will  you  help,  dear  Reader,  by  sending  a  few 
one  cent  stamps? 


THY  KINGDOM  COME. 


"GIVE  WHAT  YOU  CAN  TO  SOMEONE,  IT  MAY  BE  BETTER  THAN  YOU  DARE  TO  THINK." 
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Along  the  S.O.S.  Western  Mission  Trail 


My  life  as  an  S.O.S.  having  been  spent  exclusive- 
ly to  the  east  of  Winnipeg,  our  missions  in  the  West 
have  always  had  for  me  the  charm  and  romance  of 
the  distant  and  unknown,  with  all  the  adventurous 
attraction  of  missions  in  China  or  Japan.  When, 
therefore,  the  occasion  presented  itself  of  visiting 
the  S.O.S.  Western  missions,  the  unexpected  oppor- 
tunity was  welcomed  with  a  delightful  thrill  of  an- 
ticipation. 

THE  GATEWAY  OF  THE  WEST. 

At  Winnipeg  our  Sisters  who  are  conducting  the 
hostel  in  that  city  gave  me  a  warm  welcome.  So  did 
the  sun,  which  shone  with  resplendent  brightness 
after  modestly  hiding  itself  behind  rain-clouds  for 
seven  or  eight  days.  The  city  was  still  resplendent 
with  the  colourful 
decorations  which 
had  expressed  the 
devoted  homage  of 
a  loyal  people  to 
their  Gracious 
Majesties  King 
George  and  Queen 
Elizabeth,  who  had 
passed  through 
Winnipeg  on  their 
triumphant  jour- 
ney across  Canada 
a  few  days  before 
my  arrival. 

ST.  ANTHONY'S 
CLUB  IN  ACTION. 

My  stay  in  Win- 
nipeg was  short, 
but  long  enough 
to  get  a  glimpse 
of  the  activities 
of  St.  Anthony's 
Club,  about  which 
I  had  heard  many 
inter  esting  re- 
ports.  Some 

months  ago  we  published  a  picture  of  the  baseball 
team  which  has  been  organized  by  members  of  the 
Club,  under  the  supervision  of  the  Sisters,  and  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  the  team  in  action,  when  St. 
Anthony's  Brownbirds  played  against  a  team  from  a 
Catholic  school,  winning  the  hotly-contested  game 
by  15  to  9. 

In  the  evening  another  group  of  Club  members 
held  a  debate,  the  subject  being:  "Domestic  work- 
ers are  more  useful  to  humanity  than  office  workers." 
The  judges  gave  the  decision  in  favour  of  the  affir- 
mative debaters,  which  was  not  surprising  when  we 
consider  that  those  who  upheld  the  negative  were 
but  half-hearted  in  their  opposition,  all  their  sym- 
pathies being  naturally  with  the  domestic  workers. 
However,  the  debate  was  most  entertaining  and  gave 
unmistakable  proof  that  St.  Anthony's  Club  is  an 
important  factor  in  assisting  our  girls  towards  self- 
improvement.  The  evening's  programme  was  pro- 
longed by  an  ice  cream  social,  which  netted  $10 
towards  the  expenses  of  the  baseball  team. 

OUR  FIRST  WESTERN  MISSION. 

Next  morning  I  enjoyed  a  pleasant  bus  ride  to 
Camp  Morton — the  little  settlement  which  has  the 


St.   Anthony's   Brownbirds,  Winnipeg 


distinction  of  having  witnessed  the  initiation  of  the 
S.O.S.  into  western  missionary  work  in  the  year 
19  24.  The  intervening  years  have  brought  many 
changes.  The  boys  and  girls  taught  by  our  pioneer 
sisters  are  now  the  men  and  women  of  the  district, 
the  majority  of  them  proving  by  their  good  Catholic 
lives  the  value  of  the  early  training  so  painstakingly 
imparted  by  Sisters  whose  devoted  zeal  was  proof 
against  many  hardships,  both  spiritual  and  tem- 
poral. In  those  early  days  there  was  no  Catholic 
Church  and  no  resident  priest,  so  that  Mass  and 
Communion  were  uncertain  privileges.  To-day  the 
parish  has  a  church  and  pastor,  as  well  as  a  large 
hall,  where  the  young  people  hold  concerts  and 
other  social  gatherings. 

At  present  our  Sisters  in  Morton  teach  in  the 

three  public 
schools  of  that 
settlement.  I  was 
fortunate  in  hav- 
ing the  opportun- 
ity of  visiting 
these  thjinee 
schools,  thus  ac- 
quiring personal 
knowledge  or  the 
beneficial  develop- 
ment of  soul, 
mind  and  body 
being  zealously 
fostered  in  the 
youth  of  the  dis- 
trict. 

In  each  school 
the  children  were 
eager  to  entertain 
the  "visiting  Sis- 
ter" by  an  Im- 
promptu pro- 
gramme of  games, 
recitations,  songs, 
etc.  One  unex- 
pected and  pleas- 
ing feature  was  a 
violin  solo  contributed  by  a  young  lad  whose  whole 
being  seemed  intent  on  music.  He  played  only  by  ear, 
never  having  had  the  opportunity  of  receiving  tuition, 
but  I  shall  not  soon  forget  the  ecstatic  expression 
that  irradiated  his  countenance  as  he  drew  har- 
monious strains  from  his  beloved  instrument. 

The  Sister  in  charge  having  mentioned  to  me 
that  these  children  had  been  taken  in  to  Winnipeg 
to  see  the  King  and  Queen  on  the  occasion  of  the 
Royal  Visit,  I  asked  if  some  child  would  describe 
for  me  this  notable  occasion  in  their  young  lives. 
At  once  a  bright  young  lass  of  about  nine  summers 
arose  and  gave  a  very  creditable  impromptu  des- 
cription of  that  memorable  event,  bringing  her 
speech  to  its  close  with  the  eloquent  statement: 
"And  when  everything  was  over  Sister  gave  us  ice 
cream" — this  being  evidently  the  gratifying  climax 
to  the  whole  exciting  experience. 

BRIDE  OF  THE  SUN. 

Morton  is  doubtless  an  ideal  place  for  rest  and 
relaxation — especially  in  the  month  of  June.  But 
when  one  has  only  two  and  a  half  days  in  which 
to  visit  with  six  long-absent  Sisters,  there  is  not 
much  time  to  be  spared  for  sunshine  and  scenery. 
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Seven  years  ago,  when  on  a  brief  visit  to  Morton 
in  mid-winter,  I  had  been  so  impressed  by  the  dazz- 
ling beauty  of  its  all-embracing  snowy  mantle  that 
I  had  mentally  christened  it  "The  Bride  of  Snow." 
Returning  now  in  early  summer,  to  find  it  decked 
in  green  luxuriance,  with  flowers  springing  bright- 
hued  all  along  the  paths,  I  concluded  that  as  "Bride 
of  the  Sun"  Morton  has  even  better  claim  to  ad- 
miration. 

Is  it  any  wonder,  then,  that  at  evening  when  the 
teaching  Sisters  returned  from  school,  the  enchant- 
ing call  of  out-door  beauty  decided  us  to  have  our 
supper  in  the  woods  beside  the  lake?  The  meal  be- 
ing already  cooked,  we  planned  to  take  it  along  in  the 
pot,  so  as  to  keep  it  warm.  In  a  short  time  blan- 
kets, dishes  and  Sisters  were  piled  into  the  old 
Ford,  which  has  done  yeoman  service  in  the  mission 
for  years.  After  driving  around  exploringly  for  a 
while,  we  discovered  an  ideal  secluded  spot  over- 
looking the  lake.  The  blankets  were  spread,  the 
dishes  laid  out  and  all  sat  around  expectantly.  Sud- 
denly a  cry  arose  from  the  car:  "The  pot  with  the 
supper  has  been  left  behind!"  It  was  only  too 
true,  so  while  two  Sisters  drove  back  for  the  supper 
the  rest  of  us  whetted  our  appetites  with  "waiting 
sauce."  However,  this  little  incident  merely  added 
to  the  enjoyment  of  the  outing. 

AN  OUTPOST  OF  MERCY. 

Leaving  Morton,  my  journey  westward  was  con- 
tinued, via  Winnipeg,  to  Edmonton,  Alberta.  There 
I  remained  only  a  few  hours,  long  enough  to  note 
the  royal  decorations,  particularly  the  beautiful 
"Welcome"  arch  which  met  the  eye  immediately 
on  leaving  the  railway  station.  There  was  time  only 
for  "Hello,  and  Good-bye"  to  the  Sisters  in  our  two 
Edmonton  houses  before  taking  the  noon-day  train 
for  Vilna. 

Vilna  is  a  small  rural  centre,  in  which  is  situated 
one  of  our  country  hospitals.  For  years  I  had  listen- 
ed to  the  praises  of  Vilna,  sung  by  Sisters  returning 
eastward,  and  I  had  privately  made  up  my  mind 
that  no  mission  could  be  quite  so  attractive  as  these 
word-pictures  had  represented.  Alas,  for  precon- 
ceived notions  and  prejudices!  I  had  not  been  in 
Vilna  24  hours  before  falling  in  love  with  the  charm 
of  its  peaceful  restfulness. 

THE  BURNING  LOG. 

One  afternoon,  in  the  cool  of  eventide,  I  walked 
with  the  Superior  through  the  grounds,  making  ac- 
quaintance with  the  cows,  pigs,  dogs,  etc.  As  we 
walked  along,  my  attention  was  attracted  by  huge 
stacks  of  wood,  all  ready  for  use.  "You  are  well 
provided  with  wood,"  I  remarked  to  the  Superior. 

"Yes,"  she  agreed,  "and  it  was  all  given  by 
patients  who  had  no  other  means  of  showing  their 
gratitude  for  services  rendered  by  the  Sisters  at  the 
hospital.  However,"  she  continued,  with  a  reminis- 
cent gleam  in  her  eye,  "it  was  not  always  so." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  I  questioned,  sensing  a 
story. 

"Years  ago  when  I  came  here  in  midwinter  as  a 
newly-professed  religious,  the  people  did  not  know 
us  as  they  do  now,  and  they  hardly  ever  brought  con- 
tributions of  any  sort.  Knowing  how  poor  most  of 
them  were,  we  hesitated  to  ask  for  anything.  But 
one  bitterly  cold  day  we  had  the  hospital  full  of  pa- 
tients and  hardly  any  wood  to  heat  the  house.  In 
desperation  Sister  Superior  decided  to  go  on  a  beg- 
ging tour  to  see  if  she  could  obtain  at  least  sufficient 
wood  to  keep  the  patients  from  freezing.  After 
tramping  from  house  to  house,  she  returned  at  night- 
fall— disconsolate.  'It's  no  use,'  she  told  us,  'they 
either  haven't  any,  or  they  won't  give  it.' 


"It  was  my  night  on  duty.  About  8.30  Sister 
Superior  came  to  me  and  said:  'I  have  put  our  last 
log  in  the  stove.  It  will  not  last  long.  After  that — ' 
an  expressive  little  gesture  finished  the  sentence, 
and  although  her  lips  tried  to  smile  there  was  a  look 
of  pain  in  her  eyes  which  went  to  my  heart. 

"After  she  had  gone  I  went  to  the  chapel.  'Dear 
Lord,'  I  said,  'You  surely  cannot  desert  souls  who 
are  giving  their  whole  lives  to  your  service.  It 
wouldn't  be  fair.  You  just  can't  do  it.  If  all  our 
patients  die  for  lack  of  a  little  wood,  what  a  reflec- 
tion it  would  be  on  our  Community  and  on  You,  too, 
dear  Lord.    So  You  simply  must  do  something.' 

"Having  thus  given  vent  to  my  feelings  I  went 
about  my  duties,  bringing  out  all  the  extra  blankets 
and  other  warm  clothing  to  meet  the  crisis.  The 
night  wore  on.  I  was  busy  with  one  or  two  critical 
cases  until  almost  five  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Sud- 
denly the  realization  came  that  there  had  been  no 
definite  change  in  temperature,  although  the  house 
should  by  that  time  have  been  as  cold  as  a  morgue. 
Hastily  I  descended  to  the  kitchen.  To  my  amaze- 
ment, the  kettle  was  singing  merrily — all  ready  for 
the  preparation  of  the  patients'  early  morning  drink. 
Incredulously  I  looked  into  the  stove  to  see  what 
should  have  been  the  ashes  from  the  last  log  placed 
there  at  eight  the  night  before.  What  was  my 
astonishment  to  see  the  log  still  burning  dimly,  but 
warmly!  Before  this  astounding  proof  of  God's 
goodness  I  stood  speechless  for  a  moment  and  then, 
with  a  fervent  prayer  of  thanksgiving,  proceedru  to 
prepare  a  warm  drink  for  the  patients. 

"A  little  later,  as  dawn  was  creeping  over  the 
horizon,  I  looked  down  the  path  and  saw  a  man 
making  his  way  to  the  hospital  with  a  huge  load  of 
wood.  From  that  day  to  this,"  concluded  Sister, 
"we  have  never  been  short  of  wood." 

MARY  AND  MICHAEL 

On  Sunday  morning  we  attended  Mass  at  the 
village  church  and  on  returning  home  found  that 
during  our  absence  a  baby  girl  had  been  born  in 
the  hospital.  As  the  birth  was  premature  and  there 
was  no  chance  of  saving  the  life  of  the  infant,  the 
Sister  on  duty  had  baptized  it,  giving  it  the  name 
of  our  Blessed  Mother,  and  the  little  one  lay  quietly 
awaiting  the  coming  of  the  Angel  that  would  bear 
its  soul  to  the  gardens  of  Paradise. 

Later  in  the  afternoon  a  baby  boy  of  about  thir- 
teen months  was  brought  to  the  hospital  by  its  par- 
ents. After  a  brief  examination,  the  Sisters  realized 
recovery  was  impossible.  On  enquiry,  it  was  found 
the  poor  child  had  never  been  baptized,  so  the  priest 
was  called  immediately.  The  child  was  given  the 
name  of  the  great  Archangel  Michael. 

Thus  in  one  day  I  had  the  privilege  of  seeing  two 
souls  prepared  to  praise  God  for  all  eternity  be- 
cause an  S.O.S.  hospital  happens  to  be  situated  in 
this  far-flung  outpost  of  Christ's  Kingdom. 

A  CITY  OF  THE  OPEN  SPACES. 

Edmonton,  I  think,  is  one  of  the  cleanest  and 
brightest  cities  I  have  ever  visited.  There  is  about 
it  a  sense  of  freedom  and  "open-airness"  which  is 
an  ever-present  surprise  and  delight  to  one  who  has 
been  accustomed  to  the  smoke  and  congestion  that 
seems  inseparable  from  the  majority  of  cities. 

My  time  in  Edmonton  was  spent  in  an  effort  to 
cram  into  two  days  what  would  ordinarily  take  two 
weeks  to  accomplish.  I  felt  like  a  small  boy  who 
has  a  large  strawberry-shortcake  placed  in  front  of 
him  with  the  understanding  that  he  may  have  all 
he  can  eat  in  ten  minutes. 

Half  of  each  day  was  spent  with  the  Sisters  at 
our  hostel   on   10  5th  Street,  the  other  half  at  our 
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catechetical  house  on  85th  Street  where,  for  the  first 
time,  I  had  the  opportunity  of  seeing  the  office  ar- 
rangement of  one  of  our  houses  from  which  religious 
instruction  is  given  by  mail.  As  this  is  a  branch 
of  S.O.S.  work  that  has  always  appealed  to  me  im- 
mensely, I  examined  everything  closely  and  with 
intense  interest.  Unfortunately,  at  the  time  of  my 
arrival  correspondence  work  had  already  been  sus- 
pended for  the  summer,  and  our  catechists  were  at 
Edson  making  their  Annual  Retreat  before  beginning 
the  summer  work  of  personal  instruction  which  will 
be  carried  on  during  the  months  of  July  and  August. 
This  disappointment  was  lightened  by  the  thought 
that  on  my  return  journey  I  shall  have  the  pleasure 


One  of  Our  Pupils 

of  spending  a  few  days  at  our  catechetical  house  in 
Regina  at  a  time  when  actual  work  will  be  in  full 
swing. 

OUR  LADY'S  SHRINE. 

On  Wednesday  evening  I  had  the  privilege  of 
attending  the  special  devotions  held  by  the  Redemp- 
torist  Fathers  in  honour  of  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual 
Help  at  St.  Alphonsus  Church,  Edmonton.  I  had 
heard  much  of  the  extraordinary  attendance  at  these 
services  and  our  Sisters  had  told  me  that  two  extra 
streets  cars  are  put  on  the  route  every  Wednesday 
to  accommodate  the  faithful  who  come  to  this  par- 
ticular shrine  of  Our  Lady.  Nevertheless,  I  was 
amazed  at  the  crowds  that  flocked  into  the  church 
for  Benediction  and  veneration  of  the  miraculous 
picture. 

PROFESSIONS  AT  EDSON. 

In  the  grey  of  early  morn  I  once  more  boarded 
the  west-bound  train — this  time  for  Edson,  where 
our  Sisters  conduct  another  hospital.  With  ine  went 
the  flowers  destined  to  grace  the  altar  for  the  final 
profession  to  be  held  on  the  Sunday  following.  Our 
Lady  herself  must  have  exercised  special  protection 
over  them,  for  the  train  being  crowded  with  week- 
end excursionists,  the  box  of  flowers  was  crowded 
and  crushed — even  as  the  passengers.  In  spite  of 
all,  they  arrived  at  Edson  fresh  and  beautiful. 

The  eight-day  Retreat  was  drawing  to  a  close. 
On  the  eve  of  the  Feast  a  picture  of  Our  Lady  of 
Perpetual  Help  was  enthroned  above  the  altar,  which 


was  charmingly  decorated  with  the  carnations  which 
had  so  valiantly  come  through  the  dust  and  smoke 
of  the  train  journey. 

The  next  morning — -Feast  of  Our  Lady  of  Per- 
petual Help,  the  final  professions  were  made  at  the 
foot  of  the  altar.  It  was  the  first  time  I  had  been 
present  at  a  profession  ceremony  on  the  mission,  and 
I  was  pleased  and  edified  to  note  how  every  detail 
was  carried  out  in  exact  conformity  with  a  similar 
ceremony  at  the  Motherhouse.  I  also  noted  with  In- 
terest that  in  the  four  finally-professed  we  had  a 
representative  from  each  S.O.S.  mission  in  Alberta — 
one  from  Vilna,  one  from  each  of  the  two  Edmonton 
houses,  and  one  from  Edson. 

THE  ROCKIES. 

The  morning  after  the  Feast  I  took 
the  train  for  Vancouver,  with  heart  elated 
at  the  prospect  of  realizing  a  life-long 
desire — a  trip  through  the  Rocky  Moun- 
tains. It  was  about  noon  that  they  first 
appeared  to  my  eager  vision — gigantic 
snow-capped  peaks,  rising  majestically 
towards  the  blue  vault  of  heaven.  From 
then,  until  one  o'clock,  when  we  arrived 
at  Jaspar,  my  eyes  scarcely  wavered  in 
their  admiring  contemplation  of  these 
marvels  of  nature.  During  the  half  hour 
stop  at  Jaspar  I  eagerly  seized  the  occa- 
sion of  obtaining  a  wider  view  than  is 
furnished  from  a  train  window.  Later, 
when  my  first  wonderment  had  subsided 
a  little  I  began  to  note  peculiarities  in  the 
individual  mountains  as  peak  after  peak 
passed  before  my  delighted  vision.  There 
was  one  tall  monarch,  whose  snow-cover- 
ed summit  reared  itself  proudly  far  above 
the  fleecy  clouds  that  draped  its  ragged 
sides  like  an  ermine  mantle.  Memory 
brought  back  the  verse,  learned  some- 
what unappreciatively  in  the  class-room 
years  before: 

"Though   round   its   breast   the  rolling 
clouds  are  spread, 
Eternal  sunshine  settles  on  its  head." 

And  I  repeated  that  bit  of  poetry  over  and  over, 
for  the  first  time  in  my  life  appreciating  it  at  its 
true  value. 

There  was  another  remarkable  specimen  that  held 
my  attention  as  long  as  it  remained  in  sight.  To  my 
fascinated  gaze,  it  seemed  a  veritable  city  of  the 
sky,  for  the  glistening  snow  made  wide  avenues  and 
streets  along  its  dark  surface.  It  would  not  have 
taken  a  great  stretch  of  imagination  to  people  this 
dream  city  with  inhabitants,  but  before  reaching 
this  stage  other  mountainous  marvels  were  demand- 
ing attention,  and  I  did  not  want  to  miss  anything. 

VANCOUVER — CITY  OF  ROSES. 

My  impressions  of  Vancouver  may  be  summed 
up  in  two  words — ROSES  and  RAIN.  Fortunately 
they  came  to  me  in  the  order  written  —  roses  first 
and  rain  afterwards.  On  the  afternoon  of  my  arrival 
a  kind  friend  invited  the  Sisters  to  go  for  a  drive. 
This  was  a  great  opportunity  for  me  to  see  the  city. 
Roses,  roses,  everywhere!  Many  houses  were  literal- 
ly covered  by  masses  of  luxuriant  rambling  or  climb- 
ing roses  of  all  shades  and  varieties,  while  there  was 
hardly  a  home  to  be  seen  which  could  not  boast  of  at 
least  one  trailing  rose  vine.  I  felt  as  though  I  had 
been  suddenly  transported  into  a  gigantic  rose  bow- 
er, and  my  companions  were  highly  amused  at  my 
exclamations  of  delight. 

Early  next  morning,  as  we  made  our  way  to  Mass. 
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the  air  was  perfumed  with  the  fragrance  of  roses.  A 
day  later  the  clouds  opened  and  the  rain  descended. 
Drip,  drip,  drip,  in  ceaseless  flow,  day  after  day, 
for  over  a  week.  Alas  for  the  roses!  Then  suddenly 
the  clouds  rolled  back,  the  sun  shone  out  triumph- 
antly, and  we  had  a  taste  of  ideal  British  Columbia 
weather — warm  sunlight,  brilliant  flowers,  gentle 
breezes,  and  in  the  background,  etched  against  a 
roseate  sky,  the  mighty  purple  mountains. 

OFF  TO  THE  CARIBOO. 

At  the  beginning  of  July  signs  of  unusual  activity 
might  be  noted  in  the  S.O.S.  mission  in  Vancouver. 
Two  of  our  Sisters  were  preparing  to  set  out  for  the 
Cariboo,  where  they  would  spend  the  month  in  giv- 
ing religious  instruction  to  the  children  of  that  iso- 
lated district.  Interest  ran  high,  and  we  all  took 
our  little  share  in  the  business  of  packing.  As  the 
Sisters  would  in  all  likelihood  be  sleeping  in  the 
car  during  this  missionary  journey,  sufficient  blan- 
kets, etc.,  must  be  piled  in.  Also  to  make  sure  they 
would  not  starve  by  the  way  a  number  of  canned 
goods  were  packed  in.  By  the  time  all  the  para- 
phernalia that  seems  to  be  necessary  nowadays  for 
making  the  teaching  of  catechism  simple  was  tucked 
snugly  away,  there  wasn't  much  room  1  ;ft  in  the 
back  of  the  car. 

At  length  all  was  in  readiness  and  our  two  mo- 
dern missionaries  set  out  through  the  pouring  rain 
on  their  adventuring  for  souls.  May  God  speed  them 
and  "give  His  angels  charge  over  them"  as 
they  travel  in  His  Name  through  those  dangerous 
mountain  fastnesses! 

In  the  meantime  I,  having  reached  my  journey's 
end,  shall  help  to  keep  the  home  fires  burning  in 
our  Vancouver  mission  until  it  is  time  to  turn  my 
face  once  more  towards  the  East.  q  o  9 


MISSION  MEMORIES 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

Next  morning  the  sun  rose  gloriously,  the 
pine  clad  hills  seemed  drenched  with  peace  and 
joy,  or  was  it  just  the  reflection  of  one's  own 
feelings?  There  could  have  been  few  happier 
hearts  than  mine  as  I  climbed  the  brown  hill  to 
1  lie  little  mission  church  that  morning.  They 
were  all  there  when  I  arrived  —  little  girls  who 
looked  like  flowers,  and  boys  with  clean  shining 
faces. 

Mass  starts,  and  the  time  draws  near  for  the 
coming  of  the  King  of  Kings.  The  tinkle  of  the 
Sanctus  bell,  heads  bowed  in  reverence. 
"Domine  non  sum  dignus"  and  little  ones  shy- 
ly, slowly  approach  the  altar  rail.  One  watched 
as  the  God  of  Heaven  came  down  into  young 
hearts,  and  prayed  that  the  memory  of  this  First 
Communion  will  ever  remain  with  them. 

Outside  was  the  eternal  quiet  of  the  country- 
side, inside  one's  heart  was  the  consolation  of 
knowing  that  as  a  missionary  Sister  one  had 
brought  little  ones  to  the  Feet  of  Christ. 

Breakfast  in  the  orchard  was  a  gay  affair, 
and  then  —  goodbye !  Tears  in  young  eyes,  and 
a  blinding  mist  in  one's  own — then  over  the 
mountain  road  to  another  centre,  where  there 
will  be  more  little  children  waiting  for  us. 


May  this  great  army  of  children  that  Ave 
teach  remember  the  lessons  taught  them  under 
the  trees,  on  the  Prairie,  by  the  great  sea,  or 
wherever  they  be,  and  surely  there  will  be  one 
amongst  them  who  will  open  the  Gate  of  Heaven 
for  you  — •  for  me,  and  for  those  of  our  bene- 
factors who  by  prayer  and  sacrifice  help  to  make 
possible  this  work  of  teaching  religion  to  the 
growing  boys  and  girls  of  our  country.     0  n  Q 


THE  VALUE  OF  HARD  TIMES. 

GOD  loves  me  and  cares  for  me."  To  re- 
main firm  and  steadfast  in  the  conviction 
of  this  truth  is  easy  when  God  allows 
happiness  and  prosperity  to  be  our  lot,  but  to 
hold  fast  to  this  truth  when  tribulation  and  suf- 
fering come  upon  us,  is  an  heroic  act  which  con- 
soles and  delights  the  Heart  of  God. 

During  the  years  of  drought  in  Canada's 
prairie  province,  it  is  to  be  feaired  that  many 
failed  to  see  the  loving  Hand  of  God  directing 
all  things  towards  their  final  goal — eternal  life 
in  Heaven.  Some  forgot  the  love  God  manifested 
for  them  in  their  creation  and  redemption;  for- 
got the  many  favors  and  graces  lavishly  be- 
stowed in  the  past.  Their  thoughts  and  minds 
were  fixed  only  on  the  existing  tribulation.  They 
failed  to  see  and  understand  that  He,  Who 
causes  the  sun  to  shine  and  the  rain  to  fall,  was 
mindful  of  His  children,  that  He  was  only  chas- 
tising them  for  the  good  of  their  souls. 

God,  however,  found  many  faithful  and  loving 
children — heroic  souls,  trusting  their  Heavenly 
Father  and  accepting  in  love  and  self-surrender 
His  all-wise  and  holy  "Will. 

Sister  X  and  I  visited  one  such  family  in  Y. 
The  mother  and  father  were  hard-working 
people.  Their  eleven  children  were  a  great  credit 
to  them.  In  the  years  of  prosperity,  Mr.  M.  fared 
well — his  home,  barns  and  machinery  were  evi- 
dences of  that.  During  the  hard  years,  the  fami- 
ly suffered  many  losses,  and  had  the  same  battle 
to  fight  as  their  brother-farmers.  What  were  the 
consequences?  Loss  of  Faith?  Of  Trust?  No. 
Mrs.  M.  spoke  of  the  sufferings  endured  during 
the  past  few  years,  but  opening  her  motherly 
heart  to  the  Sisters,  declared  that  it  was  the 
greatest  blessing  God  ever  sent.  She  felt  her 
children  had  been  safeguarded  and  saved  by 
hard  times.  She  said  the  difficult  days  had  made 
her  family  a  better  family.  True,  there  was 
often  cause  for  anxiety  over  material  things,  but. 
the  inorease  of  unity,  goodness  and  real  happi- 
ness in  the  home  was  ample  compensation. 

So  may  we  ever  see  the  silver  lining 

In  the  clouds  that  pass  our  way. 
And  sense  the  Hand  of  God,  our  Father, 
In  all  the  happenings  of  the  day. 

S.O.S. 


MANY  MEN  OWE  THE  GRANDEUR  OF  THEIR  LIVES  TO  THEIR  TREMENDOUS  DIFFICULTIES. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


WAR  IS  HERE 

But  Let  Us  Not  Forget  the  Missions 


AN  APPALLING  THOUGHT. 

"...  With  the  passing  of  time,  the  disproportion 
increases  between  the  number  of  Christians  and  of 
pagans. 

Each  year  the  Church  adds  some  four  million 
faithful  to  her  flock — half  a  million  by  conversions, 
and  the  rest  through  births. 

At  the  same  time,  outside  the  Church,  some  15 
million  non-Catholics  are  born. 

You  can  calculate  therefore  what  will  happen  in 
50  years.  If  everything  goes  on  in  the  same  way, 
there  will  be  only  an  increase  of  200  million  Catholics, 
as  compared  to  an  increase  of  800  million  non- 
Catholics.  It  is  an  appalling  thought!  In  spite  of 
all  the  missionaries  who  have  followed  one  another 
through  nineteen  centuries,  in  spite  of  all  their 
labours  and  sacrifices  and  prayers,  there  are  to-day 
more  pagans  in  the  world  than  there  were  at  the 
time  of  our  Lord's  death.  And  unless  conversions 
multiply  enormously,  unless  their  increase  grows 
by  leaps  and  bounds,  we  must  face  the  fact  that  the 
proportion  of  pagans  in  the  world  will  continually 
increase  simply  through  births.  It  is  a  sorrowful 
fact!  Most  surely,  it  ought  not  to  leave  us  indif- 
ferent! 

Let  us  therefore  labour,  each  according  to  our 
powers,  by  prayer  and  sacrifice  and  alms,  to  prevent 
this  tragic  result  which  God  may  require  us  to  ac- 
count for  some  day." 
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"THE  HARVEST  INDEED  IS  GREAT 


"One  hundred  and  eighty-two  vicariates,  pre- 
fectures and  independent  missions  throughout 
the  world  owe  their  erection  to  Pius  XI,"  George 
Goyau,  noted  historian  and  student  of  mission 
problems,  writes  in  the  "Petit  Journal,"  Paris. 
Declaring  that  no  other  Pope  has  done  so 
much  to  promote  the  world  mission  cause,  M. 
Goyau  adds  that  the  missions  erected  by  Pius 
XI  amount  to  more  than  one-third  of  all  the 
independent  Catholic  missionary  divisions  in 
the  world  to-day. 


THEY  ARE  DEPENDING  ON  US. 

"Practically  all  of  us  have  suffered  some  ma- 
terial losses.  Naturally  we  try  to  economize;  but 
it  is  hoped  that  in  our  economy  we  will  not  neglect 
the  Missions.  That  might  easily  prove  disastrous. 
We  all  know  what  happens  when  an  advancing  army 
is  cut  off  from  its  supplies,  when  food  and  ammuni- 
tion are  left  far  in  the  rear.  It  affects  the  morale; 
it  interrupts  the  advance  of  forces;  it  readily  causes 
a  rout  and  defeat.  The  missionary  movement  is  but 
Christ's  Army  advancing  for  the  salvation  of  souls. 
They  are  depending  on  us.  We  are  their  source  of 
supplies.  We  must  not  fail  them,  for,  if  we  do,  we 
are  halting  the  furtherance  of  Christ's  cause.  We 
can  economize  on  luxuries,  we  can  curtail  our  plea- 
sures, but  we  must  not  fail  the  missionaries  in  their 
field  and  slacken  the  progress  of  the  missionary  move- 
ment by  paring  down  contributions." 

— Cardinal  Mundelein. 


THE  MISSIONARIES. 

They  have  sailed  from  all  the  harbours,  rounded 
all  the  capes, 
By  North  and  South  they  sail,  by  East  and  West 

They  are  camping  by  the  Yukon,  and  they  tramp 
the  Niger's  banks; 
They  are  paddling  down  the  Yangtse  and  the  Han: 
For  they're  manning  all  the  outposts,  and  they're 
guarding  all  the  flanks, 
They're   on   duty  from   Alaska   to  Japan. 

Unarmed  they  go,   not   powerless — but  trusting  in 
their  King, 

And  strengthened  by  their  brothers'  burning 

prayers, 

In   the   fields   of   every   region   they're   a  laughing, 
lonely  Legion — 
Oh,   may   Mary's   mantle   shield   them,    may  the 
grace  of  God  be  theirs! 

.  BUT  THE  LABOURERS  ARE  FEW." 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


VOCATIONS 


Will  They  Come  ? 

In  the  Mission  Field  of  Canada  there  are 
thousands  and  thousands  of  souls  waiting  for  the 
missionaries  to  come  to  their  rescue.  "Will  these 
missionaries  come?  This  is  the  tragic  problem 
of  the  hour.  If  they  fail  how  many  will  be  lost 
to  the  Church  forever? 

There  are,  Ave  are  convinced,  many  young 
Catholic  women  who  feel  the  urge  to  go  into  the 
mission  field  and  give  their  life  to  that  sublime 
work  of  the  Catholic  apostolate  so  dear  to  the 
Divine  Heart  of  Jesus.  Yet  they  defer  this  de- 
cision. Family  ties,  worldly  cares,  an  exagger- 
ated fear  of  difficulties  make  them  hesitate.  Very 
often  their  selfish  parents  are  more  to  be  blamed 
than  they  themselves. 

Would  not  the  Divine  Master  say  to  these 
prospective  missionaries:  "O  ye  of  little  faith! 
Why  do  you  doubt?  Come  into  the  harvest  field 
and  I  will  be  with  you  when  you  work  for  Me. 
Help  Me  to  spread  My  Kingdom  on  earth  and  in 
return  I  will  assure  you  My  Kingdom  in  Heaven." 

Young  women !  Think  it  over.  The  salva- 
tion of  souls  and  your  own  happiness  here  below 
and  hereafter  are  at  stake.  Come  and  join  us 
in  the  great  Mission  Field  of  Canada. 


TRIFLES 


Loving  words  will  cost  but  little, 

Journeying  up  the  hill  of  life : 
But  they  make  the  weak  and  weary 

Stronger,  braver  for  the  strife. 
Do  you  count  them  only  trifles? 

What  to  earth  are  sun  and  rain? 
Never  was  a  kind  word  wasted ; 

Never  was  one  said  in  vain. 


A  Religious  Vocation 

IS    A    TREASURE    OF  GREAT  PRICE 
DO  NOT  LOSE  IT! 


MEANS  TO  PRESERVE  IT: 

Weekly  Confession: 

Choose  a  prudent  zealous  Confessor: 
be  entirely  candid  with  him. 

Frequent  Communion : 

This  Living  Bread  fosters  and  strengthens 
religious  vocations  most  wonderfully. 

Be  a  Lover  of  Prayer : 

Prayer  is  the  key  to  obtain  every  grace. 
"Ask  and  you  shall  receive,"  says  Jesus. 

Daily  Devotion  to  Mary: 

Mary  is  the  Mother  of  Divine  Grace. 
All  graces  pass  through  her  hands. 

Bead  Only  Excellent  Books : 

There  is  a  hidden  poison  in  many  modern 
books. 

Associate  only  with  the  Virtuous: 

Keep  the  spirit  of  the  world  from  your  heart: 
"For  all  that  is  in  the  world  is  the  concupis- 
cence of  the  flesh,  of  the  eyes  and  the 
pride  of  life."  St.  John  2-16. 


"Men  are  often  capable  of  greater  things  than 
they  perform.  They  are  sent  into  the  world  with 
bills  of  credit,  and  seldom  draw  to  their  full  ex- 
tent."—Walpole. 


"Give  me  souls,  O  God,  and  take  away,  if 
needs  be,  everything  else." — Motto  of  St.  John 
Bosco. 


OUR  CHARACTER  IS  OUR  WILL,  FOR  WHAT  WE  WILL  AVE  ARE. 
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THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


MARIAN  CRUSADERS 


Attention,  Young  People 


Dear  Young-  People : 

By  the  time  this  num- 
ber of  the  Field  at 
Home  reac  lies  you 
school  will  have  be- 
gun. Did  you  all  make 
a  good  start,  I  wonder, 
or  did  some  of  you  an- 
■  swer  the  old  bell  with 

^^r\  minds  Ear  away    -  still 

\  enjoying  the  memories 

\  of    summer  vacation1? 

fl  \         Remember,    "well  be- 

«  gun  is  half  done,"  and  a 

M  good  start  whether  in 

^^k^  running  a  race  or  be- 

ginning the  school  year, 
is  going  a  long  way  to- 
wards helping  you  to 
win.  Work  well !  Play  well,  and  don't  forget  to 
make  this  a  "Mission  Year"  by  doing  all  for  the 
Sacred  Heart  in  order  to  help  His  Mission.  Big 
things  and  little  things  all  count.  It  may  be  a 
hard  problem  in  algebra  which  you  just  hate 
doing;  or  it  may  be  a  little  thing  like  dusting 
the  blackboard,  or  playing  tag  in  the  school  yard, 
but  when  they  are  done  for  the  Sacred  Heart 
they  are  Avorth  their  weight  in  gold,  and  who 
knows  what  great  things  you  will  accomplish  in 
the  Missions.  And  don't  forget  —  October  is 
the  month  of  the  Rosary  —  that  Rosary  that  the 
"old  devil  hates  so  much,"  as  a  little  boy  once 
said.  Use  it  all  you  can  this  month,  so  as  to 
save  soids  for  Christ  the  King. 

Goodbye,  and  may  this  be  the  best  school  year 
you  have  ever  had. 

Your  old  Friend, 

THE  CAPTAIN. 


THE  WANTED  GIRLS 

The  girls  that  are  wanted  arc  home  girls — 
Girls  that  are  mother's  right  hand. 
That  fathers  and  brothers  can  trust  in, 
And  little  ones  understand. 

(fills  that  are  fair  on  the  hearthstone. 
And  pleasant  when  nobody  sees; 
Kind  and  sweet  to  their  own  folk, 
Ready  and  anxious  to  please. 

The  girls  that  are  wanted  are  wise  girls. 
That  know  what  to  do  and  to  say; 
That  drive  with  a  smile  or  a  soft  word 
The  wrath  of  the  household  away. 


The  girls  that  are  wanted  are  good  girls- 
Good  girls  from  the  heart  to  the  lips ; 
Pure  as  the  lily,  white  and  pure 
Prom  its  heart  to  its  sweet  leaf  tips. 


THE  G.G.S.  CLUB 

WHO'S  GOING  TO  JOIN  OUR  NEW  CLUB  ? 
We  want  YOU, 
and  YOU, 

and  YOU. 

But  what  does  G.G.S.  Club  stand  for  anyway? 
Never  heard  of  it  before. 

Perhaps  you  didn't,  but  listen,  and  we'll  tell 
you. 

Listen  carefullv. 

The  G.G.S.  Club  means  the  GO  GETTERS 
STAMP  CLUB. 

What  have  the  members  to  do? 

They  have  to  get  all  the  NEW  unused  one 
cent  stamps  they  can,  and  send  them  to  us.  they 
will  then  be  used  for  mailing  Catechism  lessons 
to  little  Catholic  children  in  the  West.  EACH 
STAMP  WILL  TAKE  A  LESSON,  AND  EACH 
LESSON  MAY  BE  THE  MEANS  OF  SAVING 
A  SOUL! 

That's  a  big  thought,  isn't  it? 

But  how  am  I  to  get  stamps,  you  may  ask. 

What  about  that  nickle  for  a  chocolate  bar, 
or  a  package  of  gum?  Instead  of  going  to  the 
candy  store,  suppose  one  day  you  just  stop 
at  the  Post  Office  and  say  "Five  one  cent  stamps, 
please."  The  taste  of  the  chocolate  bar  will 
soon  go,  but  the  echo  of  your  deed  of  sacrifice 
will  last  for  all  Eternity. 

And  here's  a  suggestion  for  school.  Get  a 
box,  and  get  someone  who  is  really  artistic  to 
decorate  it  for  you,  then  place  it  in  a  prominent 
place,  in  a  place  where  all  can  see  it,  then  in- 
vite everyone  to  contribute  a  few  stamps.  If 
every  boy  and  girl  in  the  class  gave  just  one 
stamp  a  week,  just  think  what  it  would  mean! 

You  don't  have  to  be  grown  up  to  be  a  Mis- 
sionary. WHY  YOU  ARE  ONE  ALREADY  IF 
YOU  JOTN  OUR  GO  GETTERS  STAMP  CLUB 
AND  BUY  ALL  THE  STAMPS  YOU  CAN. 

Our  motto 

STAMPS  FOR  SOULS 

WILL  YOU  JOIN  US? 


Lady  (admiring  a  little  boy  who  had  been  left 
in  her  care:  "Where  did  you  get  those  great  big 
tender  sympathetic  eyes?" 

Little  Toddler:  "Oh,  they  came  with  my 
face." 


TH  K  ONLY  WAY  TO  HAY K  A  FH1KNT)  IS  TO  15K  ONE 


"CANADA  AND  THE  CHURCH  EXPECT  EVERY  ONE  TO  DO  HIS  DUTY" 


Jlottorarp  Jflemtierstfnp 

How  to  Become  an 

HONORARY  MEMBER 


My  Birthday 


A  MILE-STONE  ON  THE  ROAD 

Every  birthday  is  a  mile-stone  on  the  road  of 
my  life.  The  annual  recurrence  of  that  day 
measures  the  length  of  my  life  and  helps  me  to 
appreciate  its  rapidity.  A  birthday  is  a  step 
further  from  the  cradle,  nearer  to  the  grave.  Like 
the  ticking  of  the  rail  under  the  grinding  wheels  of 
the  car,  like  the  telegraph  poles  that  seem  to  fly  by 
the  window  of  the  train,  the  succession  of  my  birth- 
days make  me  realize  the  stupendous  rapidity  of  my 
fleeting  existence.  To  the  thinking  mind,  serious 
are  the  thoughts  a  birthday  suggests,  grave  the 
lessons  which  it  gives.  As  years  come  and  go  my 
birthday  takes  on  a  deeper  significance.  I  feel  that 
my  existence  is  being  submerged  under  the  rising 
tide  of  time. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  VIEW-POINT 

Faith  alone  gives  to  my  life  its  real  meaning  and 
full  value.  Without  "this  evidence  of  things  un- 
seen" life  would  be  an  inextricable  riddle  and  death 
an  unanswerable  challenge.  Amid  the  encircling 
gloom  of  trials  and  temptations  and  in  the  very 
shadow  of  death  Faith  holds  out  to  me  "the 
substance  of  the  things  we  hope  for.'' 

Of  what  value  would  be  these  fleeting  years  of 
my  existence  did  not  my  faith  pin  to  them  some- 
thing immutable  and  eternal.  For  they  rush  by 
carrying  with  them  all  that  I  have  loved  and  lived 
for  in  life.  Amid  the  changing  horizons  of  this 
life  Faith  points  to  the  permanent  city  "of  be- 
yond." 

THE  CHRISTENING  OF  LIFE 

Faith  has  come  to  me  through  Baptism.  This 
great  Sacrament  is  the  fountain-head  of  my  religion 
and  of  all  that  it  implies  in  my  existence  on  earth. 
So  my  birthday  means  above  all  the  christening  of 


my  life  through  the  cleansing  and  sanctifying  waters 
of  Baptism.  My  holy  Baptism  is  therefore  God's 
birthday  gift  to  my  soul. 

A  GIFT  IN  RETURN 

One  gift  calls  for  another  in  return.  Gratitude 
prompts  generosity.  In  thankful  recognition  of 
my  Baptism  I  should  on  my  birthday  have  a  gift 
to  make  to  God  and  His  Church.  Nothing 
appeals  more  to  the  heart  of  our  heavenly  Father 
than  the  gratitude  of  His  children.  But  unfortu- 
nately in  our  dealings  with  Him  we  take  so  much 
as  granted!  We  think  so  little  of  the  favours  we 
received  from  His  hands! 

A  SUGGESTION 

To  share  in  the  protection  and  propigation  of 
my  Faith  in  the  mission  field  of  my  own  country  is 
undoubtedly  the  most  befitting  birthday  gift  I 
could  offer  to  God  and  His  Church  in  return  for  the 
grace  of  my  Baptism,  the  fountain-head  of  that 
beloved  Faith.  Year  by  year  I  will  weave  a 
thread  of  my  life  in  the  great  tapestry  of  the 
Church  in  the  land  of  my  birth.  This  will  give  to 
my  birthday  a  Christian  meaning;  it  will  be  the 
sincerest  and  highest  expression  of  the  appreciation 
of  my  Catholic  Faith. 

RESOLVED: 

As  the  "Sisters  of  Service"  is  a  missionary 
endeavour  that  has  as  its  specific  object  the  pro- 
tection and  propagation  of  our  Holy  Faith  in  the 
most  abandoned  districts  of  our  great  Western 
Mission  Field  I  will  promise  to  give  on  my  birthday 
every  year  for  ten  years,  the  sum  of  ten  dollars  for 
the  support  of  their  apostolic  work.  This  will  be 
my  birthday  gift  to  God,  my  Father  in  heaven  and 
to  the  Church,  my  Mother  on  eartli. 


